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TEUE WAYSIDE TALES. 



THE BRIGAND CHIEF; 



OR, 



THE PENITENT SON. 




T was in the Spring of 186-. Garibaldi^s 
^ brigand Hordes had effected a landing 
f^f in Sicily^ and after committing endless 
excesses had given place to the troops of 
the new King of Italy, who formally an- 
nexed Sicily to his dominions. From the first, 
this beautiful but unhappy island was treated 
as a conquered country by its new rulers. On 
the plea of disaffection, every Sicilian was dis- 
missed from employment in the public offices, 
and their places filled by a swarm of ' Pied- 

1 



2 True Wayside Tales. 

montese locusts^^ as the people called them. 
Imagine sach a state of things in England — 
if, all of a sudden, every clerk in every office, 
from the highest to the lowest, were thrown 
on the wide world without any sort of pro- 
vision> and their wives and children left tp 
starve, or beg their bread — and you can fancy 
how gigantic the misery was. Many had 
grown old and grey in their cpuntry^s service, 
and, never dreaming of a change, had made 
no savings whatever. These simply died of 
hunger in wretched garrets; the younger 
ones, in utter despair, ' took to the road^' as 
the saying is. That is, they organised them* 
selves into a powerful and well-ordered band 
of brigands, living in the mountains, and 
levying a kind of black*mail on the inhabitants 
of the villas and palaces in the neighbourhood^ 
who, to ensure the safety of their wives and 
children, were very willing to pay a small 
monthly stipend, which was deposited in a 
well-known ruin at the foot of a mountain. 
But not only were Government officials and 
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their snbordiiiates thus treated by their new 
rulers ; all the silk looms were closed^ which 
had given employment to hundreds of weayers^ 
and French and Piedmontese silks were im* 
ported to take the place of the native fabrics. 
On the new railroad^ constmcting from Pa^ 
lermo to Ce&lu^ and so on to Messina^ the 
peasantry were turned off, and Piedmontese 
workmen imported in their place. What 
wonder^ then^ that the cry of the people waxed 
loud and strongs and that whole bodies of men 
a spasso (' at play^' as we should call it) met in 
secret caverns to combine together^ and try to 
invent some remedy for such wholesale mis- 
fortunes f Affiliated to the Sisters of Charity^ 
and working with them at the time in Palermo 
and its neighbourhood, I was an eye-witness 
to misery such as even London can rarely 
show; while all the sense of justice and Air- 
play in one's nature was roused by the un- 
merited sufferings of these poor people. But 
it is of one particular case that I would now 

speak. 

1—2 



4 True Wayside Tales. 

We were one day summoned by a ragged 
child to go and see an old man^ who was said 
to be dying in one of the worst quarters of the 
town. 

'We must take off our scissors/ said the 

Sister to me, ' before we go to Via ; the 

last time, mine were cut away from my side — 
it is a perfect nest of thieves !^ 

So encouraged, we threaded our way down 
some vile alleys till we stopped at a door 
where our little ragged conductor paused, and, 
pointing expressively to a window on the fourth 
floor, disappeared. Scrambling up the dirty 
stone staircase we pushed open a door, and 
there a scene of unusual misery presented 
itself. In one comer lay an old man^ evidently 
a gentleman, whom a young girl was endea- 
vouring to soothe with all the most loving 
words in the Sicilian vocabulary. In another 
corner of the same wretched room was a 
younger man lying on some Indian-corn straw, 
evidently in the last stage of decline. He was 
very handsome, with straight, regular features. 
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and lustrous black eyes and hair. Their story 
was soon told. X^e old man was^ or rather 
had heen^ a professor in the XJniyersity^ dis« 
missed like the rest^ and suddenly thrown on 
the world with his &mily without a &rthing. 
The younger one was his son^ who had held a 
good situation in the Post-office. Want had 
made him reckless^ and in an attempt to 
undertake some manual labour^ for which he 
was unfitted^ he broke a blood-yessel^ and 
rapid consumption had followed. The old 
professor^ broken in health and spirits^ and 
tottering out one day to try and hear of some 
daily tuition with which to support his dying 
son, had been run over by the car of a pro- 
cession, and had his ankle-bone broken^ which 
was causing him great agony. Hastily writing 
down on a bit of paper some medicines which 
were urgently required for both sufEerers, I 
gave it to ibe girl, and told her to take it to 
the nearest chemist, while I would await her 
return. The girl hesitated, and finally burst 
into tears, and refused to stir. For a moment 
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I was indignant^ thinking that her refusal 
arose from the usual Sicilian pride of not 
choosing to be seen carrying the smallest 
parcel. But my momentary anger was turned 
into compassion when I found that it arose 
from her having neither shawl nor veil with 
which to go out or cover her head, which the 
Oriental habits of the people make a matter of 
necessity. This poor child, nobly born, had 
pledged all for bread for her father and dying 
brother, and had literally nothing but what 
she stood upright in. But there was a still 
deeper sorrow behind, which, by degrees, 
became unfolded to me. The eldest son, stung 
by his dismissal from a post in the War-office, 
and by the taunting words with which that 
dismissal had been accompanied, had gone off 
suddenly, and joined the brigand corps in the 
mountains, from whence continual tales were 
brought of his prowess and valour, which had 
so greatly incensed the Government that a 
high price was put upon his head. The con- 
tinual terror of his capture and execution 
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luumted the unhappy fiunfly ; and in the mind 
of the ta&0r, who was earnestly and deeply 
religions, was mingled the bitter feeling that^ 
whatever might have been the provocation, his 
son was defying the laws of God and man by 
the life he was leading. Earnestly did he be- 
seech me, shonld chance throw me in his son's 
path, to warn him of his danger, and above all 
to speak to him of his sonL Weeks passed on^ 
during which the son died; the &ther slowly 
recovered, and was removed to a more respect- 
able part of the town; bnt he was still a com- 
plete cripple. The misery thickened, and our 
means of relieving it were still farther dimi- 
nished by the Grovemment having decided to 
close the public dispensary. 

This dispensary had been entrusted to the 
Sisters of Charity, and hundreds resorted to 
it dafly to have their wounds dressed, or to be 
doctored by their loving hands. But medi- 
cines of aU kinds were very dear in Sicily, and 
it was impossible for the Sisters to carry on 
the work unaided. In vain deputations waited 
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on tlie Prefecfc and the Senate^ and represented 
the nrgent need of the suffering poor. Only 
one answer could be obtained, and that a 
negative one; and^ finally^ it was owing to 
the charity and liberality of the British mer- 
chants alone that this valaable institation was 
maintained. Bat to return to my story. 

One mornings when we had been visiting 
some sick people in a village under the moun- 
tainSj about three miles from Palermo^ the 
Sister suggested that we should go into a 
neighbouring field to gather some mallow 
leaves^ a plant so useful for one of the 
' tisanes/ or cooling drinks, universally given 
in hot countries. At one end of this field wbs^ 
a ruined bam, and at the door was a miserable - 
looking dog howling. I am fond of animals, 
and drew near to see if the poor beast was 
hungry ; but on nearing the bam I heard dis- 
tinctly the moan of some human being within, 
as if in great pain. Pushing open the door, 
which was half off its hinges, I was horrified 
to find our poor old professor, whom we had 
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lost sight of for some weeks^ and who was 
lying on some leaves in a comer of this damp 
place^ with a stone for a chair^ and not even a 
broken cap in which I could give him the 
restorative of which he stood so greatly in 
need. We found that he had removed to this 
neighbourhood in hopes of getting tidings of 
his son ; and having fallen sick in one of his 
many wanderings in the mountains in search 
of him^ he had 'crawled into this miserable 
shelter/ as he aaid^ ' to die/ Bat his physical 
suffering was nothing to his mental agony on 
behalf of his boy. He asked us to pray with 
him that his sufferings might all be offered up 
for the ' prodigal^' that he might, at any rate^ 
die in the grace of God. We did not know 
how to leave him in this miserable place^ yet 
the twilight was coming on — so short in those 
countries — and we were three miles away from 
home. Leaving him with all the comforts we 
could scrape together from our baskets^ and 
promising to return on the morrow, the Sister 
and I hurriedly retraced our steps. Presently, 
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as we were walking between two higli walls, 
the Sister quickened her pace almost to a run. 
I was very tired, and professed myself unable 
to keep up with her. She replied : 

' Look behind.' 

I looked, and saw three men armed follow- 
ing, and rapidly gaining upon us. 

^Flight is in vain/ I said to the Sister. 
'Let us turn round and face them, and ask 
them what they want of us.' 

We did so, when the elder of the three, 
courteously bowing, explained that our being 
out so late had alarmed the captain of their 
band, who could not depend on some of the 
new men who had lately joined their corps, and 
that he had ordered them to follow and escort 
us to the gates of the town. 

'We will not incommode you in any way, 
ladies,' added the speaker, 'but you must 
allow us to guard you till we can feel assured 
of your safety.' 

We thanked them gratefully, and they 
accompanied us (keeping at a respectful 
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distance behind ns) all the while^ nnidl we 
reached the lights of the town^ where we were 
met by the frightened Superior^ and a big 
mastiff called ' Assassine^' whose devotion to 
the Sisters of Charity was almost comical^ and 
who generally accompanied ns in onr wander* 
ingsj and oar volunteer gnard^ seeing us in 
good handsj smiled^ bowedj and retraced their 
steps. 

A day or two later^ the Sister and I started 
off again^ and this time with our big four- 
footed friend^ to see after a burnt child in 
another village^ about two miles from the one 
where we had left our poor professor. It was 
a painful case — ^it is so terrible to see a child 
suffer! — and after about half an hour^ the 
Sister asked me to leave her to watch by the 
little patient^ and to go on to visit a poor man 
in the same village^ whom we had found very 
ill with fever the week before. I obeyed, and 
on pushing open the long, low door which led 
to his hut, I found myself suddenly and unex- 
pectedly in the midst of twelve or fourteen 
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men^ armed to the teeth^ and sitting round a 
table evidently in consultation. They sprang 
to their feet when I appeared^ and surrounded 
me; but the words ^ La Sorella nerd' (the 
Sister in black) were muttered by one of 
them^ and they paused. I said quietly that I 
had come to seek a man whom I had left ill 
with fever ; that I feared I had mistaken the 
door^ and made excuses for my intrusion. 
There was a second's consultation in Sicilian 
among themselves^ and then he whom I took 
for the leader of the band spoke as follows : 

^ Lady, you are well known to us, in spite of 
your dress; but we are sure you will not 
betray us. One of the leaders of our band 
has been badly wounded, and is, I fear, lying 
in a dangerous state a few yards from here. 
Will you come and see him V 

I, of course, gladly accompanied him. One 
of the band whispered something about ban- 
daging my eyes; but my friend, with an 
expressive motion, negatived the proposal, 
and led me by a tortuous path to what appeared 
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the enbunoe to a cayem. Here lie paused^ and 
struck a light. 

'You are not afraid ?' ho asked me. 

I smiled^ and followed him by the light of a 
pine-torch through a long subterranean pas- 
sage, till we suddenly emerged into a wider 
space^ with a kind of groined roof ^ of which 
the stahK^tes shone in the torch-light. In one 
comer of this space, on a rough couch, lay the 
wounded man. One of the brigands was hold- 
ing a cup of some cordial to his lips, and 
wiping the death- dews which were already 
gathering on his forehead. 

The instant my eye fell upon him I felt who 
he must be^ from his wonderful likeness to his 
brother. It was the long-lost son of the pro* 
fessor ! I drew near and knelt close to himj 
taking his hand, and spoke to hima few words, 
calling him by his name. He started. 

' Who are you V he exclaimed hastily. 

'A friend,' I replied; and then proceeded 
to speak to him gently and tenderly of his home^ 
of his father, and dead brother, and of a!l the 
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prayers wMcli had been offered for him. The 
tears rolled down his cheeks, and, as well as his 
labouring breath would allow, he told me his 
sad history, and how he had been wounded in a 
skirmish with the king^s troops the day before. 
I asked him to let me examine and dress the 
wound if necessary ; but a glance sufficed to 
show me the hopelessness of the case, and that 
a priest was more needed than a doctor. 

Now, in this village there had been a mission 
of the ^Christian Brothers,' who had been 
immensely beloved by the people. The Govern- 
ment had banished them and closed their con- 
vent, putting in their place an apostate Qtiri- 
baldian priest, who contented himself with 
a Sunday's Mass, when he poured forth a 
string of heresies into the ears of the fright- 
ened congregation. But one of the Christian 
Brothers had remained behind, concealed and 
maintained by the fidelity of his flock, and to 
him they resorted in secret for the administra- 
tion of the Sacraments. This ^ Fra Antonio * 
and I were great friends, and to him I now 
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wrote a few hasty lines^ urging him to come 
immediately with what was necessary for a 
dying man^ and gave the note to the brigand 
chiefs who stood as if waiting for me at the 
entrance of the cavern. 

' Go at once and seek Fra Antonio^ and 
bring him hither/ I exclaimed. ' His life is 
as much compromised as yonrs — guard him 
well — but, for God's sake, do not delay/ 

The chief started at once, and I returned to 
my watch by the dying man. All of a sudden 
I recollected the Sister, who would be seeking 
for me everywhere. So, calling the other 
brigand, I begged him to give her my card, 
on which I had written an entreaty that she 
would go home without me, with Assassine j 
that I was safe, but could not leave a grave 
case ; and that she was to let my &mily know 
that I shotild not be back probably for several 
hours. 

Having done this, my whole thoughts were 
absorbed in my patient, to whom I began 
again to speak of. his father, and then led him 
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on to prepare for the awful change which I 
felt was inevitable. But my anxiety almost 
amounted to agony, when I felt how quickly 
that young life was ebbing away without any 
better spiritual help than mine. At the end 
of half an hour^ which seemed to me in- 
terminable, a shadow again darkened the 
entrance of the cave, and my eye fell on the 
form of the good Frate. 

'Oh, God be praised!' I exclaimed^ as I 
quickly rose and rejoined the chief in the dark 
passage, leaving the holy old priest alone with 
his contrite penitent. 

And now another plan had developed itself 
in my mind, which I was dying to carry into 
execution^ and that was to bring the father 
and son together before all was over. I took 
the chief into my confidence^ and asked him if 
it would not be possible to procure a cart or 
carriage of some sort in the village, in which 
I could go and fetch the old professor. The 
chief shook his head^ but after a mementos 
thought elcclaimed : 
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^Stay! There^s Pietro Bianconi; he's a 
good fellow^ and Vm snre would lend me Ids 
cart on a pinch. Bat it's not yeiy fit for yon, 
lady^' he added^ doabtf oily. 

' Never mind that/ I exclaimed. ' Gro and 
try to get it^ and I ?rill pay him handsomely ; 
and make him pnt a quantity of straw at the 
bottom/ 

Betnming to the cave^ I fonnd that the sick 
man had made his confession^ and that I was 
wanted to assist in the preparations for the 
last Sacraments. An expression of great peace 
and calm had sncceeded the anxious^ harassed 
look which the poor fellow's &ce had worn the 
previous haU-hour^ and I blessed Fra Antonio 
again and again in my heart. The solemn 
service over, I knelt once more by his bedside. 

' Oh, my poor old &ther !' he murmured, 
pressing my hand. ' If I could only see him 
once more, and obtain his forgiveness !' 

* Let us pray together that God may grant 
you this consolation,' I said ; ' but still more, 
that God's holy will may be done.' 

2 
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In a few minates the chief reappeared^ and 
beckoned to me. ^ 

' The cart is here/ he whispered. ^ Can you 
leave him V 

I got up hastily, and followed my guide. 
At the door was a species of half cart, half 
carriage, with a civil-looking driver. I asked 
the chief if he could spare me a man to go 
with us, to help me to lift the professor out of 
the bam and into the cart. He summoned at 
once a strong-looking young fellow, who 
scrambled up by the side of the driver ; and 
the latter having received his directions, we 
started off. 

After traversing a rough cross-road we 
struck into a better track, when the driver 
suddenly paused and listened. 

' I hear the patrol ; we must go round !' he 
exclaimed. And suddenly turning his horse, 
we plunged into a lane full of ruts and water, 
which the late rains had made almost im- 
passable ; but anything was better than falling 
into the hands of the troops. 



The Bnjand Chief. 19 

This lengthened our way, and it was ten 
o'clock at night before we got tothe field where 
the ruined bam was. Luckily it was a moon- 
light night, and we threaded our way without 
difficulty through the meadow and across a 
little bridge till we came to the poor pro* 
fessor's quarters. There was no need to knock, 
for there was no one to answer. The poor old 
man was lying on his bed, his hands clasped 
in prayer, and by his side was a copy of the 
' Imitation,' which was his favourite book. 

' Good God y he exclaimed^ when he saw 
me ; ' you here ! at this hour V 

'I am come for you/ I answered quietly. 
^ God has answered your prayers ; your son is 
found, and asking for you.' 

The old man sprang up, and began hastily 
to dress as well as his trembling limbs would 
allow. But when he tried to walk his strength 
failed him, and he would have fallen had I not 
caught his arm. 

* O my God, I cannot go !' he exclaimed, 
with a voice of hopeless misery. 

2—2 
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'We will help you/ I said cheerily, and 
Bummoning my companion, who had waited 
outside, we lifted him up; and the young 
fellow, declaring ' he weighed no more than a 
baby,' carried and Bafely deposited him in the 
straw of the cart by my side. 

On our way back I gently told him of the 
state of his boy, dwelling more on his penitence 
and" his anxiety for his father's forgiveness 
than on his physical sufferings and coming 
death. Tears of mingled joy and sorrow ran 
down the cheeks of the poor old man, and by 
the time we arrived at our journey's end he 
was comparatively calm and prepared for the 
meeting. I concealed from him that which 
was my real terror all along — ^lest we should, 
after all, be too late ! But God's mercy was 
greater than my fears ; and on threading once 
more the tortuous path leading to the cavern, 
I had the joy of hearing that the poor fellow 
still lived — ^nay, that with the last flicker of 
the expiring flame, he was even stronger than 
when I had left him two hours before. I pass 
over the meeting. 



I 
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'Father, forgive me !' was all the dying lad 
said, as his father fell on his neck, and their 
tears and kisses mingled as if he were once 
more a little child in his father's honse. The 
good old Prate was greatly moved. 

'There is joy in heaven to-night,' he 
whispered to me softly. 

Soon the change came ; a few struggles— 
a few deep breathings — and the spirit of tjie 
pardoned and penitent son had flown. 





THE MAESHAL; 



OR, 



A GOOD CONFESSION. 



e^^9_ 




^^T was a beautiful, briglit morning in 
April j the scent of Neapolitan violets 
and Egyptian jessamine was mingled 
with the young blossoms of the orange- 
trees, and all creation seemed to be 
praising and glorifying God. Such were my 
thoughts as I walked rapidly past the gardens 
of the villas in the neighbourhood of Palermo, 
carrying on my arm the basket for which my 
Sicilian friends so continually laughed at me. 
Bat this time it did not contain food, but a 
cruci6x,and a pair of candlesticks and candles. 
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and a fair white cloth ; for I was hurrying to 
prepare an altar for a poor dying friend of 

mine, the Signora N , who this morning 

was to receive her viaticum for her last journey. 
This poor lady had ' seen better days/ as the 
saying is ; she had been wardrobe-woman to 
one of the exiled Bourbon royalties ; but in 
the universal crash and ruin had been for- 
gotten and left behind to suffer and to die. 
Soon her house was reached, the little altar 
neatly spread, some fresh flowers put in two 
little vases of the Sacred Heart (a remnant of 
the luxury of her old home), and in a few 
minutes the sound of the bell announced her 
coming Lord. According to the custom in 
Sicily, the priest, before giving the Host, 
addressed a few burning words of love and 
hope in God to his dying penitent ; and this 
time the bearer of the Divine Guest was one 
consumed with devotion to the Blessed Sacra- 
ment, so that his words came with singular 
power. The service over, I went on to see a 
poor little French governess dying of cancer^ 
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and there met the usual companion of my 
wanderings, the good Soeur Stephanie.* 

'I am so glad to have found you/ she 
exclaimed. 'I have just been asked to go 
and see a lady over the way who is very ill, 
the messenger says. Let us go and see what 
we can do for her.' 

We mounted the stairs of a respectable 
house to the first floor, where a tidy-looking 
servant was preparing some cofEee. 

' Oh I thank God and Our Lady that you 
are come V she exclaimed. ' My mistress will 
bo so pleased. She has been wearying for 
you every day, but never had the courage to 
send for you till now.' 

We went into the adjoining room, and 
found a pretty-looking woman in bed, suffering 
from an internal tumour. Dropsy had super- 
vened, and she was of immense size, almost 
suffocated, in fact, with the water which rose 
to her chesfc. She welcomed us joyfully, and 

• This devoted Sister was afterwards sent to China, 
and was one of the victims in the massacre of Tientsin. 
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told us her history. She was a Milanese^ who 
had accompanied her husband, a petty officer^ 
who was ^Marshal of the Quarter/ as thdy 
called it; but she had fallen sick soon after 
their arriysJ^ and now her only desire was to 
get away from an island where she had suffered 
so much^ and rejoin her children in Milan. 
But one thing troubled her more^ and by 
degrees she summoned up courage to speak of 
it. She was longing for a priest — longing to 
make her confession — longing for the Blessed 
Sacrament; but her husband^ though very 
kind to her, had been imbued with the new 
doctrines^ hated the Church and the priests^ 
from the Pope downwards, and vowed that 
none should oyer darken his doors. 

' I haye hesitated a long while as to what 
was right. Sister,' said the poor Milanese, 
turning to me ; ' but I feel I must obey Grod 
rather than man. I am to haye another opera- 
tion soon, and who knows if I shall live through 
it? I mitst make my peace with God first. 
Now, there are certain hours when my husband 
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is compelled to be on guard, from ten to twelve, 
and again from four to six. Conld you bring 
me a priest at either of those hours ?' 

I promised, and was beginning to say a few 
sympathising words to her, when the door 
opened brusquely, and a military man came in 
in uniform. Hq was a fine, soldier-like man, 
of about thirty-five years of age ; but his face 
darkened as he looked at us, and he said to 
me, with a harsh, abrupt manner : 

' May I ask what your business is here V 

I replied; 'I heard that madame was ill, 
and as my Sister and I often visit the sick, we 
came to know if we could be of any use to 
her.' 

' Thank you,' he answered, drily; ' but I am 
not a poor man, thank God, and my wife is in 
need of nothing. Keep your charity, my good 
Sisters, for those who want it, and be so good 
as to leave us in peace.' 

So saying, he opened the door wide for us 
to go out. 

Fearful of agitating the poor lady, who kept 
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making imploring deprecatory gestures behind 
her husband's back, and glad that I had not 
compromised her by saying that she had sent 
for us, I shook hands with her, and, bowing to 
her husband, left the house with the Sister. 

' We will manage the priest for her, though,' 
I said, laughing, as we talked over our dis- 
missal. ' 1 am not going to let that poor soul 
die without the Sacraments for any amount of 
marshals !' 

As I walked home, I turned over in my 
mind how I could get over the man's preju- 
dices, and a sudden thought occurred to me. 
It was the religious dress to which he objected, 
or anything that savoured of religion. So, the 
next day, I dressed myself in my smartest 
clothes, ordered my own carriage, and drove 
up to the house at an hour when I knew the 
marshal would be at home. Sending up my 
card by my footman, it all happened exactly 
as I had foreseen. The marshal was enchanted 
' at the honour done to his wife,' and came 
himself to the carriage-door to ask me to alight. 
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The instant I came in I saw that his wife 
recognised me ; but I made her a rapid sign 
to be silent, and began talking quietly to her 
husband about the state of the country and the 
army, and the Prefect whom I had just seen ; 
and, in fact, upon every topic most foreign to 
the subject I had at heart. But it answered 
perfectly. The marshals heart was opened at 
once, and as he really loved his wife, he was 
profuse in his expressions of gratitude for my 
visit, and in his entreaties that I would return. 
After a time I rose to leave, and on shaking 
hands with them both, I said to him, laughing : 

' You are much kinder to me to-day than 
you were yesterday !' 

' What can you mean, lady V he exclaimed *, 
a never had the honour of seeing you 
before/ 

I answered, smiling, ' There is an old proverb 
that '* fine feathers make fine birds.'' I came 
here yesterday in the common black dress of a 
Sister, and you turned me out. Now to-day 
I have got smart clothes on; but I'm the 
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same woman^ and Pre come with the same 
motdye.' 

The poor man's confnsiofn vas leaD v pitiable. 
So I took his hand^ and said : 

'Now listen to me a little bit Yon hare 
plenty of sound common-sense : how coold I 
go and see the sick in the dirty all^? of Uiis 
town in a dress like this ? In the first place 
I should spoil mj clothes the first half-hour, 
which I can't afford to do ; and in the second^ 
I should feel as if my fineiy were a tannt to their 
poverty and misery. Besides/ 1 added^ laugh- 
ing^ ' I am not sure that eyen such a i^ood 
Marshal of the Quarter as you are could pro- 
tect me if I went about with ornaments like 
these V pointing to my earrings as I spoke. 
' So now you see why I go about in that quiet 
Sister's dress ; and I am going to make yon 
promise that in future you will receiye all 
Sisters kindly for my sake.' 

The poor Milanese, who perfectly understood 
my driftj wept tears of joy when she saw her 
husband kiss my hand and renew his expres- 
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siona of contrition for his conduct the day 
before ; and I went away joyfully, for I felt 
that my point was gained. 

A few days later, a fresh operation was 
considered necessary by the doctors. I went 
to the marshal, who was in great distress, and 
offered to be with her at the time, and to hold 
her hands. He accepted with gratitude, say- 
ing he had no nerve when she was concerned; 
that he could not stand being present ; and 
finally, he covered his face with his hands and 
burst into tears. Now was my opportunity. 
I told him I must attach one condition to my 
coming, and that was that he wpuld allow his 
wife to see a priest first to give her the con- 
solations of our faith ; that I would bring a 
very holy old Canon, known to the whole town 
for his irreproachablo life and personal sanc- 
tity ; but that I should like him to be in the 
ante-room during tho operation, in case things 
should not go welK 

*It will not make her die the sooner,* I 
added. * On tho contrary, she says it will give 
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Ler strengtli to Utc ; and that slie feels with 
that help she can bear anything/ 

After a short struggle he yielded^ sayings 
' Lady^ after all that is past I can refuse you 
nothing/ 

I went gladly into his wife's room^ told her 
the good news^ and then hurried off to find 
the Canon^ and try if possible to get him to 
come and hear her confession that evening. 
Ever ready for the service of his Master^ and 
eager for the salvation of souls^ the Canon at 
once assented to all my proposals ; and in the 
afternoon I had the joy of escorting him myself 
to the poor Milanese^ choosing an hour when 
I knew her husband would be on guards so as 
to spare his feelings as much as* possible. 
The next day the operation took place. She 
had received Holy Communion, and an ex- 
pression of peace and joy such as I had 
never before seen on her face^ lit up her 
features^ although contracted with pain. Even 
her husband remarked it^ as he nervously went 
in and out of the sick-room^ and said^ with an 
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attempt at a smile, that ' After all^tlie ^' Sorella 
Nera '^ was the best doctor/ 

She had begged me to hang at the foot of 
her bed a full-length picture of the Crucifixion, 
and a few minutes after the surgeons arrived. 
The Canon came in for an instant, gave her 
his blessing, and then went back into the ante- 
room to pray for her. The knowledge of thig 
made her quite calm and glad; so much so that 
the surgeon who had operated on her before 
said he thought her much better, and more fit 
to undergo the pain than the last time. I took 
my place at the bed-head, holding her hands^ 
and wiping the perspiration from her face, 
whispering to her the ejaculatory prayers she 
loved so well. Not a cry escaped her, though 
the blanching of the lips told of her suffering. 
In a few minutes all was over. A strong' 
cordial was given her, and the life which had 
seemed ebbing away returned. 

' She has borne it admirably,^ said the 
doctors, 'and now only wants quiet, and 
nourishment every half -hour or so/ 
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I called in the good old priest^ whose prayers^ 
I felt^ had been her main sbrength^ and after 
a few cheering words he left her. Going ont, 
we met the marshal^ who^ compelled by his 
duties to be away at thB critical moment, was 
striding home^ his face blanched with fear as 
to whafc he might see or hear on his retnnu 
One look at our glad faces was enough. 
Conquering his repugnance^ he clasped the 
.priest's hand. 

* God bless you, Father, for your kindness 
to her !' was all he said, and we left him 
springing up the staircase with an eager, 
joyful step. 

Weeks passed on. My visits to the poor 
Milanese became more frequent as her weak- 
ness increased^. Holy books and flowers were 
her delight, and many a lesson did I learn 
from her uncomplaining faith and patience. 
But one sorrow now darkened her peaceful 
days, and that was her husband's state of 
mind. Though he welcomed me from his 
heart, and tolerated the good old Canon for 

3 
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Another lady offered to fast on bread and 
water during the whole of Holy Week for the 
same end. 

Thus encouraged, the poor Milanese and I 
began to hope and redouble our prayers. Holy 
Week came, and Good Friday, and still things 

■ 

remained apparently the same. I had been 
to a* beautiful service for the 'Tre ore d'agonie^' 
in the glorious convent of St. Catherine, where 
the music was more of heaven than of earth ; 
and in the evening I had joined the crowd 
who were praying after the Tenebrae by the 
stripped altars of the cathedral. The only 
light was thrown on a large crucifix held in 
immense veneration by the people, and said to 
have come from the Holy Land. My thoughts 
were at Calvary, and at the scene I had 
witnessed there the year before on that awful 
night, when my attention was roused by a low 
sob behind me. I turned round instinctively, 
and there saw, with joy indescribable, the 
marshal on his knees, his head buried in his 
hands, and half leaning against the foot of the 
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cross. He did not see me^ and I stole away 
and went to pour out my full heart of thanks- 
giving in another chapel. 

But the next morning a note was brought 
for me from the Milanese. ' For the love of 
God, come, if you can, early to-day and rejoice 
with me,' was all the note contained. 

I went. The marshal was sitting by his 
wife's bed, holding her hand in his. Both had 
been crying, but they were tears of joy. 

' You have conquered,' he said to me, as he 
rose and gave me his chair. 

' Bather our dear Lord,' I said to him, grasp- 
ing his hand. 

He could say no more, but left the room ; 

and then his wife told me all. How he had 

gone to the cathedral the evening before, with 

no thought but of guarding and escorting me 

home. 

'He has done that scores of times, you 

know,' she went on, 'though you never 

dreamed of it, and he never would let me tell 

you. But he said you ran such risks in the 
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present state of the town, and he would have 
murdered anyone who tried to hurt a hair of 
your head. Well, he saw you go to the 
cathedral, and so he turned in too, as it was 
past eight o'clock, and he thought you would 
have to go home in the dark; and there are 
no carriages allowed in Palermo during the 
three last days of Holy Week. So he went 
in to wait for you, and then all of a sudden he 
said ho felt struck just like St. Paul, and he 
could do nothing but fall flat on his knees^ and 
cry and sob and beg for mercy, and ask to be 
shown the way God wished him to follow. 
And he forgot all about you, and everything 
but his sins, and his ingratitude to Him who 
had hung on that Cross for him, he said. 
And then, as he was getting up (he doesn't 
know how long he knelt there), he saw the 
good Canon sitting still in his confessional^ 
and he went to him at once, and made a 
general confession of his whole life ; and he 
came home like one in a dream, so sad and 
penitent, and yet so thankful and happy. And 
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now lie is going to see the Canon again to- 
day^ and to-morrow lie wants to make his 
Easter Commnuioa by yonr side. May he V 

I need not add tliat all was done as be 
wished ; bat those of my readers who hare had 
the patience to follow me in this tme tale may 
be glad to know that the marshal's conTersion 
was as hearty and real as it was instantaneous ; 
that God has likewise given him the gift of 
Persererance, and that he has been ever since 
a model of all good and holy things in thonght, 
word, and deed. 





NOW IS THE ACCEPTED TIME. 

9 

iT was before the days of railroads and 
penny posts that one morning the well- 
known postman^s knock resounded 
through a poor but tidy little house 

in P , and was answered by a 

grave-looking widow woman, who duly re- 
ceived a letter, for which 7d. was to be paid, 
and marvelled much in her own mind as to 
who her good master's correspondent could be. 
For Mary had been half a lifetime in that 
master's employ, and knew all his ways, and 
the handwriting of all his friends ; and a letter 
in those days was a rare thing — to be thought 
over and wondered at before the seal was 
broken. Just then her master's bell rang, 



Now is the Accepted Time. 41 

and she hastened np the little stairs into the 
priest's parlour. 

' Here's a strange letter for yon^ Father^ and 
7d. to pay— did one ever hear the like ? And 
it's on that farrin paper too^ so that it will be 
hard to read the writing on't^' continued Mary, 
as she endeavoured to busy herself about the 
room, pretending to dust first this chair and 
then the other, so as to gain time, in hopes 
that her master would indulge her curiosity as 
to the writer. 

Bat the good old priest took the letter 
quietly, and haying read the first few lines and 
seen ' Private ' written on the top, disappointed 
his old servant with the words : 

' Thank you, Mary, that will do. I rang for 
some coals; you can bring them, and leave 
me. I am busy.' 

Mary retired somewhat crestfallen to her 
kitchen, muttering to herself, however, ' He'll 
be sure to tell me by-and-by, if it ain't about 
anything confidential like. I know his ways :' 
while her master, drawing his chair nearer to 
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the fire, and putting on his spectacles, pro- 
ceeded to read the important document. As 
we are more behind the scenes than poor 
Mary, we will give its contents to our readers r 

' Private. 

'Rev. Sib, — Your services are earnestly 
entreated on behalf of a case where spiritual 
aid is urgently required. Let me implore you 
to start without a moment's delay, and come 

to the Victoria Inn at , where a man 

lies at the point of death. For the love of 
God come at once, 

' Your faithful servant, 

'Ralph Selwood.' 

The letter was dated the day before. What 
might not have happened in the interim ? In 
a moment the parlour-bell rang violently. The 
scared Mary rushed in to answer it. 

' What time does the coach start for C V 

exclaimed Father Penrose. 

' At ten o'clock. Father ; but surely ybu ain't 
agoing to think of stirring out to-day with 
your bad cold, and in all this rain and sleet ? 
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Ifc would be sheer madness^ sir^ l>eggii]g yoar 
pardon for speaking so bold/ 

' Cold or no cold. I roust go/ replied tbe 
Priest, calmly. 'So be so good as to tell 
William to run to the office and take my place.' 

And Father Penrose hurried into his bed- 
room to make the necessary preparations for 
his departure. 

Now, it was not from any feelings bnt those 
of the highest charity and duty that the good 
old man had at once made np his mind to 
exchange his comfortable fireside for the cheer- 
less stage-coach which alone conld bring him 
to the dying soul who claimed his aid. He 
hated travelling; he hated strangers, or any- 
thing that forced him out of his usual routine 
of quiet home duty. Moreover, he had been 
seriously ill that winter, and was only just 
beginning to get about again, and the day 
itself was enough to discourage anyone, such 
a hopeless, steady downpour of rain and snow, 
with a bitter easterly wind. Father Penrose 
shuddered as he looked out; but he never 
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hesitated. The wording of the letter was 
peculiar, but the words themselves seemed to 
appeal to something within him which he could 
not resist. ' Strange/ he muttered to himself. 
' How could they know anything about me ? 
'^ Ralph Selwood.'^ I never heard the name 
before in my life. Who can he be ? Well, 
well, I shall know by to-night, I suppose. 
Anyhow, it^s a call one can't disobey.' And 
so saying, he muffled himself up in his great- 
coat, seized his umbrella and little travelling- 
bag, and almost sternly disregarding the 
entreaties of his housekeeper, that ' he would, 
at least, take something to eat with him,' 
walked as fast as the wind and snow would 
permit to the coach-office. 

The coach was to start in a few minutes, 
and so he lost no time in ensconcing himself 
m a comer of the cramped and uncomfortable 
vehicle, which already contained three other 
passengers. In the days of which we are 
speaking the sight of a Catholic priest was 
^are, and so Father Penrose had to bear the 
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somewhat hostile scrutiny of two out of the 
three persons with whom the next seven hours 
were to be passed ; and^ although they did not 
speak, he felt keenly the social ostracism of 
his position. He was a man, as I said before, 
of a quiet, retiring disposition, more fitted, 
perhaps, for a cloister than for the arduous 
work of a secular priest ; and nothing but a 
higher love could have dragged him away 
from his presbytery. However, he soon got 
over the momentary mortification, and pro- 
ceeded for the next half hour to read his 
Breviary without interruption. The Office 
finished, he looked up and perceived that two 
of the passengers were fast asleep, and the 
third, a young man of about two-and-twenty, 
was watching him with a peculiarly inquiring 
expression. 

' May I look at your prayer-book, sir V he 
exclaimed, as soon as he caught the priest's eye. 

Father Penrose handed it to him with a 
smile, and after a few moments entered into 
conversation with him. He found him eager for 
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iaformation on all subjects connected with the 
differences between the Protestant and Catholic 
Church, which he had evidently studied care- 
fully. This was just at the feime of what is 
called the 'Oxford Movement' — that is, the 
first time since the Beformation when men 
were beginning dimly to perceive the truths 
which three hundred years of heresy had 
hitherto veiled from their eye^. In the course 
of the next stage there was a long, steep hill, 
and as the weather had cleared, the priest pro- 
posed to his young companion to walk a little 
bit, a proposal to which the young nian gladly 
acceded. 

After a few seconds' hesitation he summoned 
courage to say : 

' You will wonder, sir, why I am so anxious 
to talk about all this ; but the truth is, I am 
icery restless and troubled just now, and I feel 
as if Providence had sent you on purpose to" 
me to-day, when I never dreamt of meeting 
anyone who could solve my doubts. I was 
praying earnestly for light and guidance a 
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week or two ago, and a voice seemed to say to 
me, like St. Augustine, *' Telle lege " — take 
and read. So I took up my Bible and opened 
it at Luke i., and read the words, ' All nations 
shall call me blessed / and then the thought 
struck me: In what Church is the Virgin 
called ' blessed' ? Certainly not in mine ; and 
so I have been more and more convinced that 
my position in the Churcli of England is un- 
tenable. But I am going*to pay a visit a few 
miles hence, and we must therefore part when 
we next change horses. Where and when 
£0uld I see you again ? I feel I must get to 
the bottom of this, and find out the truth.' 

Father Penrose explained his present errand, 
but added : 

'I shall be home in a couple of days, at 
latest. Here is my address. Come to me as 
soon as you can. I cai; give you a bed, and, 
I need not add, a hearty welcome.' 

The young man wrung his hand with some 
emotion, and soon after left the coach, while 
the good old priest went on his way rejoicing 
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at having been made an instrument by bis 
Master to win another soul for Him. 

By six o^clock he came to his journey^s end, 
and found himself in a small town by the sea- 
side, where he had no difficulty in finding the 
little hotel to which he had been directed, as 
it was the only good one in the place. On 
giving his name to the waiter, he was at once 
shown upstairs to a room, where he was re- 
ceived with great* cordiality by a lady and 
gentleman, who thanked him most warmly for 
his prompt obedience to the summons con- 
tained in the letter, said that they had had a 
bedroom prepared for him, and begged him, 
as soon as he had taken off his great-coat, to 
join them at dinner, which was just ready. 

Father Penrose accepted their civility with 
the same cordial simplicity with which it was 
offered ; but at the same time could not help 
being very much surprised that no mention 
was made of the sick man, and no allusion 
whatever to the object of his visit. However, 
presuming that some change for the better 
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had taken place in the condition of the invalid 
(a conclusion which the cheerfolness of his 
host and hostess helped to confirm)^ he said 
nothing about it during dinner^ but joined in 
their conversation on general subjects^ and 
fonnd them well versed in the topics of the 
day, as well as in other matters. When 
dinner was over^ the lady rose and left the 
room ; and the gentleman^ becoming suddenly 
veiy grave, spoke as follows : 

' Sir, I sent for you to administer the last 
consolations of religion to a dying man^ and 
yon will be surprised to hear that I am that 
person/ 

Father Penrose looked up at him in perfect 
astonishment, and seeing no sign of illness of 
any kind in his countenance, thought he was 
labouring under some wonderful delusion, and 
was going to express the same to him as care- 
fully as he could, when the gentleman con« 
tinned: 

' I only arrived from India a few days ago, 
and I was landed here, as I was too ill to pro* 

4 
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ceed any f urtlier. I sent for a physician whom 
I had known intimately years ago. He came 
down from London to see me, and informed 
me that my case (fchough the disease gave no 
entward sign) was, in reality, one of extreme 
danger, and that I might be carried ofE any 
day or any hour. Under these circumstances 
I felt there was not a moment to be lost if I 
would make my peace with God, and I could 
not be happy till I had sent for a priest, who 
would hear my confession, and give me the 
last sacraments. For I am a Catholic, and 
have always been one, though I fear I have 
not practised my religion as I ought. My 
wife, unfortunately, is a Protestant, and she 
is not aware of the extent of my danger, which 
I have confided to you alone.' 

He spoke so quietly and gravely that Father 
Penrose began to feel there must be some 
foundation for this apparently strange con- 
viction, but still thought it impossible that he 
should be so ill as he fancied, and imagined 
he was unnecessarily alarmed about himselL 
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So lie told hiin kindly that he would certainly 

hear his confession as soon as he pleased^ but 

that he did not think him ill enough to receive 

Extreme Unction. However, the gentleman 

persisted in his statement, and was so urgent 

in his entreaties that the Priest said he would 

consider about it. 

In the course of the evening Mr. Selwood 

made a general confession of his whole life 

with the utmost fervour and contrition ; and 

then again renewed his petition that the last 

Sacraments should be administered to him. 

Unable any longer to resist his imploring 

words. Father Penrose prepared everything 

by his bedside, and finally gave Thiim Extreme 

Unction. After it was over, an expression of 

wonderful peace and joy passed over his face, 

and he composed himself as if to sleep. The 

kind old priest, much touched by the earnesj 

piety of his penitent, sat on for a long time 

by his bed watching him, and still marvelling 

at the apparent healthiness of his countenance, 

and at his strength of voice. 

4—2 
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Presently Mr. Selwood asked him to say the 
prayers for the dying, which he did; and 
then, after warmly thanking him, implored 
Father Penrose to go and seek the repose 
which he so greatly needed after his long and 
tedious journey. Seeing his penitent appar- 
ently comfortable and free from pain. Father 
Penrose consented, and, after a last blessing 
and absolution, rose and left him, promising 
to return early on the morrow. He was very 
tired, and slept heavily in consequence, when, 
at six o^clock, he was aroused by a loud 
knocking at his door. On starting up to 
open it he found a servant, whom he recog- 
nised as Mrs. Selwood's maid, who implored 
him to come down immediately, as her master 
had been taken suddenly worse, and she 
thought he was dying. The Priest hurried 
down j but before he could reach the chamber 
all was over. Mr. Selwood was lying quite 
dead, but with the same expression of heavenly 
peace that his features had worn the evening 
before. So the Priest felt that Our Lord had 
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divinely interposed to give the poor fellow the 
consolations lie most needed^ and liad re- 
warded Ids &iitli by granting his heart's desire, 
and sending His minister to help him in pre- 
paring for his last great jonmey. 

His death, and the manner of it, brought 
about the conversion of his wife : while Father 
Penrose used to say that he never forgot the 
lesson which these remarkable events had 
taught him of the necessity of obeying at once 
the inspirations of God's Holy Spirit. Had 
either of them waited but one day longer, it 
would have been too late, and one soul (if not 
three) might have been lost eternally. 




THE MARTYR'S CHILDREN. 



A TALE OF THE LEBANON. 



^EAR reader, did yon ever liear of a 

coantry called the Lebanon ? Tou 
may Lave seen mention of it in your 
Bibles, and yon have heard of its 
cedars, and its glorious range of 
moontains ; but unless yon had been there 
you could not imagine anything so beautifol. 
It is a tract of country lying nearly parallel to 
the Syrian coast, and God has certainly 
bestowed upon it all that is richest and most 
luxurious in nature and produce, so that it 
may indeed be called a land 'flowing with 
milk and honey.' It is in this glorious country 
that my tale is laid. I know it well, and I 
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hope^ before I die^ to go back to it ; so what 
I am going to tell you is strictly truei not only 
as to the people^ but the place. 

It was a beautiful June morning in 1860^ 
when two children were seen wending their 
way from a little flat-roofed house^ which had 
been built close to a gurgling stream^ to a 
school standing on the edge of the hill^ kept 
by two gentle-looking Sisters of Charity. 
Their talk was about silk-worms, for you 
must know that in that country silk is the 
great trade, and every cottage window is full 
of trays holding cocoons ; that is, bright little 
yellow oval balls which the poor caterpillar 
has made, and then, when it has merged into 
a butterfly (meet emblem of the Besurrection), 
the shell remains, and the chief occupation of 
the children is winding off the fine silk which 
tightly covers the caterpillar^s living tomb, and 
of which all those beautiful stuffs aremade 
which you see in the linen-drapers' shops. 

' I fear I shall never have done my silk in 
time for St. Peter's Feast,' ezclaimed the 
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youngest of the two sisters^ whose name was 
Lucia. ' It's only ten days now, for this is 
the 19th, and if I can't finish I shall lose my 
piastre,* and not be able to get anything for 
our good Padre. Oh, I am so sorry !' 

' Never mind,' answered the elder, cheerily. 
^ IVe had good luck with mine, yon know, so 
we can share the profits. But who is calling 
us?' she exclaimed, suddenly stopping as a 
voice was heard echoing through the rocks the 
words, ' Lucia ! Mary !' 

The little girls looked in the direction of the 
voice, and presently saw their father approach- 
ing widi rapid strides down the mountain-side. 

' How is it he has left his work ? What's 
the matter?' exclaimed Mary as he came 
closer, for she saw that his face worked with 
agitation of some sort which he strove in vain 
to conceal. 

' My darlings,' he exclaimed, 'you must not 
go into the town to-day. The school is closed. 
Come with me.' 

* A silver coin equal to 5s. of our money. 
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The children followed, awed and frightened, 
for he did not say anything further, but kept 
walking on more and more quickly, not in the 
direction of their home, but in that of Beteddin, 
a beautiful spot about a mile from Deir-el Kah- 
mar, which was then the palace of the Christian 
Emirs or Governors of the Lebanon. They 
met no one till they came to the picturesque 
bridge which separates one hamlet from the 
other; but there they found several people 
talking in little groups, and all seemingly 
equally anxious and unhappy. 

^ What do you think ? What can be done V 
exclaimed one of the women to the father of the 
children, whose name was Alexander Boutros. 

'There is no help but in Grod, Marietta,' 
sadly and sternly replied the man. ' We are 
betrayed on every side, and it is too late to get 
the French up from Beyrout. We can but try 
and put our children in some place of safety.' 

So saying, he hurried on more rapidly 
even than before, till they reached the palace 
gates. The confusion and terror had extended 
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even to this quiet spot. The gates were thrown 
open, the servants had fled^ and the whole 
place seemed deserted. Boutros led his chil- 
dren by a covered way to some baths at the 
back of the buildings and there for the first 
time paused and spoke. 

'Mary/ he said gravely, laying his hand on 
the eldest girl's shoulder, 'you are old enough 
to understand the terrible peril we are in. 
Listen to me. The Druses have broken their 
promises, and have risen again throughout the 
Lebanon, and put all the Christians to death 
whom they could possibly find. The Turkish 
Governor has promised to protect us j but I 
do net believe in him. T think you will be 
safe here for a few days till we see what 
happens. I have brought you some food, and 
you must take care of your little sister.^ 

So saying, he embraced his children ten- 
derly, and was striding off, when Mary rushed 
to stop him. 

' You will not go back ! You will not leave 
us V she exclaimed, sobbing. 
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' I must, my child. What is to become of 
your mofcher and the rest ? After all it may 
blow over, or the French troops may come. 
Anyhow, we will hope,' he added, more 
cheerily ; ' and if God wills it otherwise, Mary, 
we must equally rejoice, you know, at being 
found worthy of being martyrs for Our Lord's 
sake/ 

Not daring to trust himself with more words, 
Alexander Boutros tore himself away from the 
kisses of his little girl, and hurried back to the 
village, while Mary sat on the edge of the 
beautiful alabaster fountain and cried bitterly. 
In one short hour all her life seemed changed, 
and the merry child had turned into a grave 
and thoughtful woman. She was only twelve 
years old, but she was ^ old for her age,' as 
the saying is. Brought up in a pious home, 
and trained by the good Sisters and a holy 
Jesuit Father in all loving and virtuous ways, 
she was her mother's right hand, and the 
consoler and adviser of all the younger 
members of the family. It added to her 
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sorrow to think that at this very moment she 
was away from that tender mother, and unable 
to help her in this terrible time of danger. 
And .then she recollected her f ather^s words : 
' Take care of your little sister ;' and so, after 
a few moments of earnest prayer, she got up 
to look after her. The little Lucia had run 
down to the garden, and was as happy as a 
queen making a garland of bright blue 
flowers; and Mary, glad to be spared any 
further words upon the sad subject of her 
terror and anxiety, sat by and helped her, and 
told her little stories, till the heat of the 
summer's sun forced them to take shelter 
within the house, and Lucia was soon fast 
asleep on a sofa in a dressing-room which 
adjoined the baths. 

Then Mary had time to reflect on her posi- 
tion, and to see what means there were of con- 
cealment should the Druses be tempted by 
their love of pillage to invade even this secluded 
spot. She found a circular staircase leading 
from the dressing-room to a kind of terrace, 
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and at the top a recess, before whicli it was 
easy to hang a curtain or push a bit of furni- 
ture, behind which she and her sister might 
crouch in case of need. Her blood froze when 
she recollected the tales she had heard of 
Druse cruelty from the neighbours ; but she 
tried to put the thought from her, and to 
trust in God. The rest of the day was spent 
by both children in wandering over the beau- 
tiful rooms of the deserted palace, although 
many a time they would run to the terrace, 
from whence a distant view could be obtained 
of her native village, and take comfort from 
the apparent quiet of everything there. Night 
fell on the desolate children, and Mary found 
it hard work to quiet the little Lucia, whose 
piteous entreaties to ' go home to mother ' she 
was compelled to stifle, and to conceal her own 
sorrow under a bright and merry exterior, till 
her little sister^s even breathing told her she 
had sobbed herself to sleep. Then Mary threw 
lerself on her knees, and prayed as she had 
never done before for the safety of those so 
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dear to hear ; but after a while the words of 
Father Badow came back to her^ and she 
added, ' Yet not my will, but Thine be done, 
my God !* as she sorrowfully rose and lay 
down by her sister's side. 

The morning dawned of the 20th of June— 
that day which was to witness scenes of such 
untold horror in that hitherto quiet hamlet. 
Alarmed at the increasing rumours of an 
assault from the Druses, fifteen hundred of the 
Christians had taken refuge in the Turkish 
Governor's house, who had repeated to them 
his solemn assurances of safety and protection. 
But an hour or two later the Druses were 
secretly admitted by the Turks themselves into 
the citadel, and then the massacre began. 
Not content with murder, they tortured and 
mutilated their victims in the most horrible 
manner, and then flung them over the wall of 
the courtyard into a field below. Alexander 
Boutros, suspecting treachery, had refused to 
follow his friends to the Governor's house, but 
had taken refuge in the presbytery with his 
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wife and Ms eight remaining cliildren. This 
house adjoined the church, and there the little 
band of martyrs gathered round the altar^ and 
prepared themselves for death. 

Solemn indeed had been the previous nighty 
when^ finding themselves on all sides encircled 
by the enemy, and all escape cut off, they had 
calmly faced their fate, and in the Sacraments 
of Penance and the Blessed Eucharist had 
found that strength which One alone could 
give. And now the tumultuous cries of the 
murderers are heard approaching, and the 
Druses and Turks, drunk with the blood of 
their victims at the Governor's house, sur- 
round the church and presbytery^ The Supe- 
rior had just pronounced the Absolution for 
the dying from the altar-steps, when the 
church doors were broken open, and the 
Christians instantly seized by the armed 
ruffians whom they were calmly expecting. 
'Apostasy or death!' was the Mussulman 
cry. They all chose the latter. The priests 
were the first victims. Kneeling at the foot 
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of the altar with their arms extended in the 
form of a cross, each received the martyr's 
palm^ the Druses in the meanwhile ringing 
the church bells in derision, and calling out to 
the people to 'come to the Mass of their 
priests/ The heroic Superior was reserved 
for more horrible torture. Stripped naked, 
he was first scalped, 'to renew the tonsure' 
they said, then with long knives they carved 
the patterns of his sacerdotal vestments on 
his back and chest, and finally beheaded 
him. The remainder of their victims were 
quickly despatched : and then these monsters, 
calling themselves men, set fire to the church, 
and proceeded to plunder everything that came 
in their way. Suddenly a voice was heard : 
' To the Palace of the Emirs ! To Beteddin 1' 
And the word flew from mouth to mouth, and 
the Druses and Turks hurried across the bridge, 
and so on to the doomed mansion. 

And what where the children doing all this 
time? Although the palace was too distant 
to allow them to hear the cries of the victims^ 
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yet, when the smoke rose from the well-known 
gite where all their holiest recollections were 
centred, Mary felt at once that the dreaded 
hoar had come. Presently fugitives were 
seen flying up the mountain-side, hotly pursued 
by some bloodthirsty Mussulman. And then 
a dark and serried mass appeared on the 
bridge, and presently wound up the steep 
ascent to the palace. Mary's heart almost 
stopped beating as she gazed. Then, sud- 
denly turning to her sister, she exclaimed : 

' They are coming — we must hide ! Now 
listen, Lucia. Your life and mine depend on 
your keeping quite quiet, and never crying or 
speaking a word till they are gone. Will you 
promise me this ?' 

The little Lucia, awed by her sister's face 
and manner, promised implicitly, and Mary 
ran with her as fast as possible to the hiding- 
place which she had prepared at the top of 
the staircase before mentioned. In a few 
seconds the palace rang with oaths and curses. 
Everything which could not be carried off 

5 
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God — that she should receive her First Com- 
munion, and be enrolled among the Children 
of Mary before her death; and both were 
granted to her. The - much- wished-for day- 
came, and Mary, lying in her little bed, was 
dressed by the loving Sisters in her white veil 
and wreath. But not more pure are the 
roses round her head or the lilies by her 
bedside than is that spotless soul sighing but 
for one thing — to receive her Lord, before she 
departed to see Him face to face. Bound her 
neck she wears the blue ribbon and medal of 
Mary — ^the only mother left to the orphan 
child. And now the bell is heard, and the 
light approaches, while the attendant Sisters 
devoutly kneel. A moment more, and she 
has received Him whom she has so loved and 
trusted in here. A few minutes later, she was 
with Him in His Kingdom in Heaven. 





A TRUE STORY OF SOMERS TOWN. 




AM going to relate to you a fact which 
happened in Somers Town some few 
years ago. It is a true story, and 
may, I fclunk, be looked upon as an in- 
stance of the unmistakable manner in 
which it now and then pleases the Almighty to 
punish the wicked even in this world. Several 
times in the Holy Scriptures we read of im- 
mediate chastisement following upon sin, and 
especially, in oue case at least, was it sent 
after the commission of that sin which, per- 
haps above all others, is displeasing to God^« 
the sin of falsehood and deceit. 

Not very long ago the parish of Somers 
Town was under the care of an aged but 
excellent priest ; a man who devoted himself 
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But to return to our story. Having found a 
companion as bad as himself^ he told him of 
his plan^ and desired him to go to the priest 
and beg him to come at once to a dying 
man ; he^ in the meantime^ would go to bed, 
so that when the priest arrived he might have 
no suspicion of any deception. So his friend 
started at once and went to the presbytery, 
which was some little distance off. 

It was a dark winter's night, the cold was 
intense, and there was a violent storm of wind 
and rain. The old priest had just finished 
saying his Office, and was preparing to go to 
bed when he heard a loud knock at the door. 
It was somewhat unusual for anyone to call so 
late, especially in such weather, and the old 
man optoed the door of his room and tried to 
listen to the stranger's reply to the inquiry of 
his housekeeper as to what was his business ; 
but the wind blew so hard, and the rain made 
such a noise against the windows, that he 
could not catch the words. In a few minutes 
the housekeeper came upstairs. 
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' A sick call. Father/ 

'It is too late tof-mght,' answered her 
master; /tell them I will go to-morrow 
morning/ 

' Bnt, Father, the messenger says the man 
who sent him is very ill, and he hopes yon will 
go at once/ 

' I will speak to him myself,^ said the priest, 
and going downstairs he asked whether the 
case was a yery argent one, saying he wonld 
call early on the following day ; bnt the man 
insisted that it was most pressing, that his 
friend was dying .... 

' It is nearly eleven o'clock,' retnmed the 
old man, ' and I am weak and infirm.' 

' I was desired to beg of you to come im- 
mediately,' replied the stranger; 'my poor 
friend is in great danger.' 

'I will be with him by seven o'clock to- 
morrow morning/ said the priest again. 

' For the love of God, I entreat you to come 
to-night /' exclaimed the man. 

Then the good priest resisted no longer. 
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* I cannot refuse when you ask me " for tte 
love of God/^' he said, and calling to his 

s 

servant to give him his hat and umbrella, ho 
prepared to follow his conductor ; and so they 
both set out on that bitter winter's night. 

And the rain poured down in torrents from 
the dark heavy sky, and the sharp north wind 
beat against the old man's face, and he shivered 
all over with cold and fatigue; yet still ho 
walked patiently onward, heedless of the 
storm, for had he not been asked to go ' for 
the love of God ' ? 

After they had proceeded silently on their 
way for some time, his guide turned down a 
narrow street and stopped before a dingy- 
looking house. 

' Is it here that your friend lives V asked 
the old priest. 

His companion either did not hear the 
question, or was not disposed to answer, for he 
made no reply, but knocked several times 
loudly at the door, and stood waiting for it to 
be opened. Several minutes passed away 
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without any answer ; tlie man knocked again 
more yiolentlj^ and finding' that still no notice 
was taken^ he bent down his head to the key- 
hole^ and called out through it that he would 
not wait a moment longer in the rain and 
storm. Still no one came^ and still the two 
stood waitings the poor old priest trembling all 
over from the cold^ and his companion giving 
vent to his anger and impatience by abnsiTe 
language and an occasional violent blow against 
the door^ loud enough^ one would have thought^ 
to awaken the heaviest sleeper. At length 
his small powers of endurance being completely 
exhausted^ he declared he must make his way 
in by force; and accordingly^ in spite of the 
repeatod entreaties and remonstrances of the 
priest^ he proceeded to throw himself against 
the door with all his strength^ and actually 
succeeded in breaking it open ; then^ hastily 
going in^ he begged the old man to follow him^ 
and led the way up some broken-down stairs to 
the door of his friend's bedroom. Here he 
paused for a moment. 
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' This is the sick man^s room/ he. said, 
turning round to the priest, who was slowly 
following him up the staircase. ' Will you be 
pleased to go straight up to his bedside ? 
He^s expecting you/ 

And so saying, he unfastened the door and 
held it open, remaining, however, himself out- 
side. The priest went in, and walked at once 
up to the bed as he had been directed. A 
man was in it, seemingly nearly covered up 
with the bedclothes. As ho did not speak, the 
priest sat down beside him ; and after a while, 
finding that his silence still continued, he 
began to say a few words to him, asking 
whether he was better, and if he had imagined 
himself to be in great danger, as he had sent 
such an urgent message to fetch him. As 
still no sound was heard, the priest thought he 
must be asleep, and got up from his chair to 
examine him more closely. Gently drawing 
down the coverings, he put his hand on the 
young naan's forehead ; it was cold as a stone I 
Then he thought he would feel his pulse, but 
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before his fingers liad had time to take hold of 
the patient's wrist, the old man's eyes rested 
on an object which seemed to have fallen from 
his hand, and lay beside him on the bed. It 
was a pistol! That it was loaded, and had 
been intended to be the instrument of his 
destruction, of course the poor old priest did 
not know ; but so shocked was he at the whole 
circumstance, that he at once called the other 
man to come in, and beckoning him up to 
the bed, pointed to the lifeless figure lying in 
it, and to the pistol beside him. The man 
looked at him, felt his pulse, and then without 
a word walked away. His friend was dead ! 

God had summoned him before he had been 
able to execute his crime, and had preserved 
the life of His faithful servant. 

I do not know whether the old priest ever 
knew the details of the murder that had been 
contemplated; or that it was he himself who 
was to have been the victim; if he did, I 
am sure the knowledge would only cause 
him to say an additional De profundis for 
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that miserable soul, in the hope that, in Our 
Lord's boundless mercy, it might yet avail 
him. For the old priest was a true disciple of 
his blessed Master; and if there was one point 
in which throughout his life he especially strove 
to imitate Him, it was in his endeavour to 
return good for evil. 

This story was told to a friend of mine by 
the companion of the would-be murderer, who, 
converted by the awful judgment of God on 
his friend, had become a thorough penitent 
and a good and practising Catholic. 





WHAT A CHILD CAN DO. 

\T was a stiflingly hot day in July; the 
flagstones bnmed one^s feet as one 
walked along tlie uneven, broken pave- 
ment^ and no shade seemed to fall on 
the closely-packed houses of a dingy 
court, reeking with bad smells, dirt, and 
misery of all kinds, through which I one day 
wended my way to see a sick child. 

In one of the rooms of the most wretched of 
these tenements lay a little girl about twelve 
years of age. A broken staircase led up to the 
place, which was divided by a rough sort of 
boarding from the sleeping-dens of the other 
lodgers in the house — you could not dignify 
such places by the name of homes ! Each 
room had its distinct family — its tale of woe, 
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misery and sin, and the one which' I now 
entered was no exception. Yet, in one way, 
all were alike ; there was always the old story. 
Father out of work, and continually drunk; 
mother grown reckless from despair ; children 
half naked, and more than half starved, 
crouching in the doorways, or quarrelling over 
some broken toy in the dirty landing-place. 

On a miserable little bed, covered with rags 
which never could have laid claim to the name 
of bed-clothes, lay the object of my search. 
Pallid, dirty, and uninviting as the poor child 
was, there was something in her face which 
instantly arrested my attention. Her large 
lustrous eyes had a hungering, longing expres- 
sion, as if for ever seeking after that which 
they could not find. As there was no chair in 
the room, I sat down on the edge of her poor 
little bed, and began to talk to her. I found 
her as ignorant of the most elementary truths 
as if she had never lived in a Christian land ; 
nor could she read a word — nor did she know 
a letter. She had been sent out to work as 
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soon as she could nuderstand anytliing^ and 
there was no money at home for food^ much 
less for schooling. In carrying a heavy pitcher 
of water the year before (a load^ in fact^ &r 
beyond her strength)^ she had fallen and 
injured her knee^ and it had got worse and 
worse^ and now 'she was quite laid up^' she said, 
'and unable to put her foot to the ground/ 
I asked her to let me see it. She did so with 
evident terror, lest I should give her pain. It 
was in a frightful state of neglect and dirtj and 
an ugly wound showed me the scrofulous, and 
consequently hopeless, nature of her malady. 

Promising to bring her some fine rags, and 
to come and dress it gently for her on the 
foUowing day, I sat down again, and tried to 
make her open her little heart to me, in whichj 
after some preliminary shynessj I succeeded* 
She knew nothing whatever of Grospel history 
— could not even say the ' Our Father/ or a 
'Hailj Mary/ but she showed a feverish 
anxiety to learn. I had in my basket a series 
of little coloured pictures illustrating all the 

6 
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principal events of Our Lord's life ; and these 
I took out and showed her^ explaining them 
one by one, and unravelling for her (for the 
first time in her life, poor child !) that wond- 
rous tale, so old, yet ever new, of His Divine 
humility and love. The efEect on her took me 
completely by surprise. Large tears filled 
those lustrous eyes, and ran down those pallid 
cheeks; and nothing would content her but 
that I should pin the whole series round her 
bed, beginning with the Nativity, and ending 
with the Crucifixion, on which last subject she 
dwelt with a tenderness, mingled with a species 
of horror and pain, which was a rebuke to my 
own cold-heartedness, not easily to be for- 
gotten. 

Soon after, her mother came in; and, in 
spite of her tawdry and draggled dress and 
blood-shot eyes, there was an evidence of a 
better nature struggling within her, which 
made her welcome with pleasure anyone who 
was kind to her sick child ; so that she received 
me with unexpected courtesy. Eagerly the 
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child began pouring out into lier mother^s ear 
all the facts I had been telling her, pointing 
to the pictures ; and then sadly exclaimed : 

'Oh, mother! why did you not tell me all 
this before V 

The woman looked down sheepishly enough ; 
and then, throwing her apron over her eyes, 
she suddenly burst out crying violently. I 
was prepared with reproaches for the mother 
who had so grossly neglected her duty towards 
her child ; but the latter stopped me. 

' Poor mother V she whispered j ' it's not her 
fault — I shouldn^t have said that ; she has had 
8wch trouble. Do comfort her !* 

Touched and surprised at her words and 
manner, I endeavoured to soothe the woman, 
and asked her what had brought her to such 
straits. Then followed a sad tale of continual 
misfortune, trial, and wrong, ending in despair 
and drunkenness, with all its evils ; and, at the 
close of the relation, the poor woman^s tears 
again burst forth. 

'And isn^t it enough to break anyone's 

6—2 
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heart to see poor little Mary there — ^with 
nothing to give her — and she dying, as one 
may say I and all the wages going to the gin- 
shop, as would keep her comfortable ; and I 
can earn nothing now, so to speak !' 

I said a few words to her of sympathy, and 
of the Healer of all troubles, if we only lay 
them at His feet; and then took my leave, 
promising to return on the morrow. 

The morrow came, and the bright look of 
welcome with which I was greeted by the sick 
child amply repaid me for njy hot walk. She 
had got her mother to paste all the little prints 
on the wall of her room in their order — so that 
the whole life of Our Blessed Lord was before 
her ; and she had remembered every syllable 
of our previous day^s conversation. Gladly, 
therefore, did I continue it, having first washed 
and dressed the wound, which she submitted 
to patiently, after I had talked to her a little 
of the pain borne by Our Lord for her, and 
how she could offer up her suffering to Him. 
And so we went on day by day; and every 
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Iiour the truths she was learning seemed to 
sink deeper and deeper into her heart. 

Soon I felt that she was fitted for higher 
teaching than mine; and so, one mornings I 
brought to her bedside the kind and gentle 
priest who had so often striven in vain for 
admission into that wretched room. He was 
greatly moved, both at the fervour of her piety 
and at the freshness and vividness of her 
religious impressions ; and lost no time in pre- 
paring her for her Confession and First Com- 
munion, which she received with a faith and 
joy which will ever remain on my memory. 

But soon after this, a sudden stop was put to 
our intercourse. One day, as I was reading to 
her, as usual, some parts of Our Lord's Passion, 
which was her great delight, the door opened 
suddenly, and a man entered, of rough and 
surly aspect. 

' What are you doing here V he exclaimed 
to me, in great anger. ^ I want no canting 
Sister of Charity in my house !' 

'But, fetther! father!' exclaimed the poor 
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child, * she has been so kind to me, you don^t 
know — and ^ 

' And I don^t choose she should stay here,' 
he retorted, fiercely interrupting her; while, 
thrusting back into my basket the jelly and 
other little sick comforts I had brought, he 
motioned me to the door. Fearful of the effect 
this scene might have on his child, and anxious 
not to excite him further, I rose at once, and 
quietly saying that I hoped some day he would 
feel differently toward me, I kissed the little 
girl and went away. 

Home troubles and sickness prevented my 
returning to the court for a fortnight or three 
weeks ; but the first morning I found myself 
at liberty I went back to see if I could once 
more gain access to the sick child's room. A 
woman met me on the first landing. 

* Oh, Sister, you're wanted upstairs. That 
man in No. 6 is so bad with fever. Tester- 
day, he was not expected to live.' 

'What! the father of little Mary?' I 
exclaimed; and hastily climbing up the ladder- 
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like staircase^ found myself in a few moments 
in the room. 

There was the man on a pallet by the side 
of his child> moaning in agony; and she, 
ha-ving crawled out of her little bed, was lying 
by him, gently repeating to him the 'Our 
Father/ and trying to make him follow her. 
When he saw me^ he hid his head under the 
bed-clothes, murmuring, 'This is your re- 
venge V 

I took no notice, but, lighting a little 
efcna I had brought with me, soon sue- 
ceeded in making him some tea. The expres- 
sion of his face was quite changed — ^he thanked 
me with tears in his eyes; but as for little 
Mary, she was radiant. 

'He can say it all now/ she whispered 
eagerly to me; 'and he's never going to be 
drunk any more !* 

I looked at the little apostle, as she lay with 
her thin, wasted face close to his, and smoothed 
the hair on her white forehead. 

'And how is my child herself to-day?' I 
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said cheerily, fearing the over-excitement for 
her feeble frame. 

' Very bad/ answered her mother, who was 
standing, sobbing, in the comer of the room. 

^But then, ma^am, nothing would content 
' her but to be by him, when he was took sp 
bad; so I let her stay, and there she has been 
all day, and all night too, a-teaching of him all 
the things as you taught her, and a deal more 
besides — and he's quite another man now, to 
be sure !' she added, smiling through her 
tears. * And I thank you kindly, ma'am, for 
what you have done for 'em both.' 

At this moment the good old parish priest 
came in ; Mary's face lighted up. 

^Father's all right now/ she exclaimed, 
* and can say a ^^ Hail, Mary," and will never 
turn you out of doors any more !' 

But the effort had been too great. The 
strain ci the last few days had exhausted the 
child's remaining strength, and her head sud- 
denly sank forward. 

' My poor dear child !' cried out the penitent 
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h&er, rainly striving, in Ids weakness, to rise 
and Iielp her. 

A cordial revived her ; bnt it was only for a 
time. Her work was dooe — ^her father was 
saved — and that night the Master called her 
home. 








THE WOEKHOUSE CHILDEEN. 

)T was a cold, drizzling, wretclied evening 
in November. People hurried along 
the slippery, muddy streets, intent on 
their work or business, and only 
anxious to get home out of the wet. 
JBut there was one whose step was even 
quicker than the rest, though his grave coun- 
tenance and downcast eyes showed that he 
was the bearer of something more than usually 
important. We will follow him past the broad 
gaslit street and down a narrow passage, till 
he pauses at a house in a wretched court, of 
which the entrance was half choked with 
rags and bones. He does not speak, but 
hurries on up the dirty, broken staircase, and 
some of the lodgers in the same house follow 
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him^ awe-strnck and silent too^ till he reaches 
one particular door. It is opened by a crying 
boy of ten or twelve years old, who instantly 
kneels, while his sister, a little older than him- 
self, lights a candle, and together with their 
visitor approach a bed in the corner of the 
miserable room, on which is lying a woman, 
still yonng, but in the last stage of decline. 
Her poor wan features light up with joy as 
she sees her Lord approaching; and for a 
short time naught is heard but the *voice of 
the priest, who is come to soothe that dying 
bed, and give the one great strength for the 
last dread journey. 

A quarter of an hour passed, the service 
was over, and in a faint and feeble voice the 
dying mother spoke : 

'Father, I could go in peace, and gladly 
too, but for one thing. What is to become of 
my poor children ? They must go to the 
workhouse. Sad enough to think that his 
children should come to this ! But it isn^t 
only that — ^you know what I mean ? If they 
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go they will lose their faith. It's no nse tell- 
ing me the contrary. I know the law is on 
onr side^ and the law says that children are to 
be brought up in the religion of their parents. 
Bat the guardians don't care about the law ; 
they'll force them to be Protestants, as they 
did Mary Green's children last year. And 
when I went to see 'emi the poor little boy, he 
cried so ! and said they beat him if he made 
the sign of the Cross or said his own prayers. 
Oh, sir t would that I had buried them with 
their poor father ! I would rather see them 
die this minute than become Protestants !' 

'And does not Our Lord know this, and 
will not He provide, O you of little faith V 
replied the kind old priest, gently taking her 
hand. ^Do not fear, my child; we will all 
look after them. And the newspapers have 
taken up the matter, and now the guardians 
dare not keep the children as they used to do. 
Only commend them to His care who never 
yet forsook the widow and the fatherless.' 

^I would be beaten to death sooner than 
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give up being a Catholic, mother !' exclaimed 
the boy, who had been eagerly hanging on his 
mother's words. 

The little girl was silent, but she drew 
nearer to her mother, and imprinted on her 
forehead one long, long kiss. It seemed as if 
this silent compact were understood by both 
mother and child. 

'God bless you, my darling!' murmured 
the poor woman. They were her last con- 
scious words. Soon the death-struggle began, 
and before morning dawned, the poor children 
were orphans and alone. 

We will pass over the misery of the few 
intervening days. A kind neighbour took 
pity on the children's misery and desolation, 
and shared with them her scanty meals. But 
this could not last; and the morning came 
when the terrible separation was to take place 
from all they had ever loved or known. The 
pauper funeral over, the brother and sister 
found themselves somewhat roughly, yet not 
unkindly, dragged down the street by a police* 
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masi, and brought to a big stone building with 
a high wall^ and an iron gate at which he 
rang. After a few words with the porter, they 
were shown down a long passage into a bleak 
large room, in a comer of which was a stern 
man sitting behind a high desk, who looked 
up at them with a cross disagreeable expres- 
sion of &ce, and exclaimed to their guide : 

'What! more brats? the house is chock- 
full already ! What^s their names ?' 

' Mary and Arthur Duncan, sir,' replied the 
policeman, touching his hat respectfully to 
that awful functionary, the master of the 
workhouse. 'Their mother was a veiy re- 
spectable widow, sir, but who had been ill a 
long time, and so got behind-hand with the 
rent and everything. She lived in King's- 
head Court, and was buried by the parish this 
morning, leaving the children quite destitute. 
They are Catholics, sir,' he added, in rather a 
deprecatory tone. 

* Papists, are they ?' exclaimed the master, in 
an irascible tone. ' Oh ! we'll soon knock 
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tliat out of ihem/ lingmg Tiolentljj as lie 
spoke^ for one of liis nnderlingSj who received 
orders forthwith to take the duldien to thor 
respectiye quarters. 

Before they were separated^ Mazy thiewher 
arms round her brother's neck : ' Bemember 
poor mother and yonr promise !' she whispered. 

Arthur nodded; his heart was too fnll to 
speak, and he followed his condoctor down 
the cold stone staircase to a large room where 
boys of all ages were sitting huddled np to- 
gether, looking too cowed and miserable to 
play^ although lessons were over; and dressed 
in the workhouse liyery of brown holland 
pinafores, which added to the saEow and 
unwholesome look of most of their faces. 
Eren Arthur's arriral amongst them excited 
scarcely any remark or comment, except that 
one of them^ with a nicer face than the rest, 
made room for him on the bench where they 
were sittings and began to talk to him in a 
low Toice. His name, age, and the like were 
the first questions; and by degrees Arthur 
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was led on to speak of his motlieir and his 
faith. An expression of terror passed oyer 
the &ce of his interlocutor. 

' Keep it dark^ as you valae yonr skin !' he 
whispered eagerly. 'I was, like you, a 
Catholic, and they nearly murdered me — and 
now ' 

What more he might have said was 
stopped by the loud and angry voice of the 
master summoning the boys to dinner; and 
poor little Arthur's heart sank within him, 
and he thought to himself, ^ Shall I ever be 
brave enough to be one of those Confessors 
mother told us about ?' 

We must leave Arthur and Mary to their 
fate for a few weeks, and introduce our readers 
to another room in the same building, where 
a large number of persons are assembled. It 
was ' board- day,' and there was evidently an 
unusual excitement among the guardians^ who 
spoke to one another in low voices, and occa«> 
sionally looked first towards their chairman>and 
then towards the door. 
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'The lady is waiting downstairs, sir/. said 
the clerk, addressing a pompons-looking indi- 
vidual seated at the end of a long table covered 
with green baize, round which about fifteen 
other men were assembled. 

' Show her up,' was the reply ; and in a 
^ew seconds the door opened and admitted a 
lady, very simply dressed, who, in accordance 
with the chairman's invitation, took a seat 
near him, and then remained silent. 

' May I ask you, madam, for what reason 
you have wished to see the Board to-day ?* 
inquired the chairman. 

'I have come,' replied the lady, 'to ask fortwo 
children now in this house, Mary and Arthur 
Duncan. They are the children of Catholic 
parents; and, as such, I wish to have them trans- 
ferred to one of the Catholic industrial schools 
certified for that purpose by the Government.' 

Complete silence followed this speech, which 
was broken by the chairman sending for the 
master, and inquiring into, the particulars of 
the case. 

7 
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' Dancan^ sir ? Yes, sir. Two children — 
boy and girl. Boy as obstinate a little Papist 
as ever you saw, sir. He bad been taugbt by 
the "Christian Brothers" (as they call 'em) 
before he came here ; and they had made him 
make the sign of the Cross when the clock 
struck. And we can't cure him of it, sir, th.o' 
weVe tied his hands and feet, and beaten him 
scores of times for it.* And the girl's just as 
bad, the mistress says.' 

The lady's colour rose, but she simply said : 
'Are these children's names inserted as 
Catholics in the Creed Register V 

'No, ma'am/ replied the master. 'We 
keep no Creed Register here.' 

'Are you aware, sir,' continued the lady, 
' that this is in direct contravention of two dis- 
tinct Acts of Parliament ?' 

The chairman fidgeted, and looked towards 
a fat, red-faced man seated a little lower down, 
who replied : 

'Very sorry, ma'am; but, in my opinion, 

* A fact. 
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a Creed Register is quite unnecessary. These 
children are orphans^ and should be taught 
without sectarianism. Such children^ 1 bb,j, 
should be brought up in the established reli- 
gion of the country. What^s good enough 
for us is good enough for them^ I should 
think.' 

'Are you a father?' replied the lady, 
quietly. 

' Yes, ma'am, I anL' 

'Well, then, supposing (which I allow is 
Tory unlikely) that in the fluctuations of trade 
you were to be unfortunate, as some are, and 
then die, and leave your children unprovided 
for, would you like to think that they would be 
brought up as Catholics V 

' I would sooner see them in their graves !' 
exclaimed the red-faced grocer. 

' There's an old proverb,' replied the lady, 
smiling, ' that '' sauce for the goose is sauce 
for the gander." Now, I knew the parents of 
these poor children. Their mother died when 
I was present. One only thought embittered 

7-2 
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her last moments : the terror lest her children 
should be brought up as Protestants. She 
made use of just the same words as you : '^ I 
would sooner see them in their graves V^ ' 

'But, ma'am/ continued the speaker, 'we 
guardians don't recognise them as Soman 
Catholics, or anything else. The children 
here are simply taught what we believe to be 
truth. We've got to keep them and feed 
them, and it's our duty, I take it, to try and 
make something better of them than would 
have been the case if they had been left to the 
Popish parents.' 

* But you forget,' replied the lady, ' that this 
is not a question for you or me to judge or 
decide upon. The law says, '' No child shall 
be instructed in any other reli^ous creed than 
in that of its parents." (Act Vi6toria, 1862, 
sec 9.) And further, that '' No child shall be 
compelled to attend any religious service con- 
trary to the religious principles of its parents." 
(Act WilKam IV., 1834, sec. 19.)' 

'But surely,' interrupted the chairman. 
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' these acts are permissive^ not compulsory on 
the guardians V 

'1 may be wrong in my knowledge of 
English grammar/ replied the lady; 'bnt I 
consider althoagh '' may " is permissiye. the 
word "shaW is peremptory; and the clause 
says, ''No child shall be sent nnder this Act 
to any school which is conducted on the prin- 
ciples of a religions denomination to which 
such child does not belong/' ' 

The chairman^ seeing that the argument was 
not going in favour of the Board, interposed 
with the question : 

^May I ask, madam, by what right you 
come here to claim these children 7' 

' By my right as godmother,' answered the 
lady^ firmly, 'in pursuance of the 14th section 
of the Act of 1866, which has been again con- 
firmed by the Act of 1868. I have brought 
with me aU the papers required by this Act — 
the certificates of their baptism, and of the 
marriage and deatibis of their parents. It is a 
clear and straightforward case according to 
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the law of the land. But I would rather appeal 
to your feelings as gentlemen^ and ask you to 
let me remove the children quietly, without 
having recourse to extreme measures/ 

The lady, hereupon, was asked to withdraw 
for a short time while the Board discussed the 
matter. 

' I really know nothing about the law of the 
case, gentlemen,^ said the chairman, testily, 
when the door was closed. ^Mr. May,' he 
added, turning to the clerk, ' what do you say 
in this matter V 

' That there's no denying the lady has the 
law on her side, sir. She put it as neatly as 
possible, and there's no escape from it, Fm 
afraid, do what you will. Here are the words 
as plain as a pikestaff/ he added, unfolding 
the Acts of Parliament as he spoke, and point- 
ing to the clauses before mentioned. ^ I see 
no alternative but that you should let the 
children go.' 

' Besides, that woman has influence, and is 
capable of putting the whole thing into the 
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newspapers if we resist^' gmmbled another of 
the Boards who had a righteous horror of bemg 
'shown-np' as the narrow-minded bigot he 
really was. 

' What with the Poor-law Board interfering 
one day, and a Badical press the next^ I don't 
know what nse guardians are of any longer V 
angrily exclaimed a Conservatiye corn-chandler 
who sat next him. 

And so the discussion waxed hot and angry, 
with the consciousness on the part of the 
speakers that their case was indefensible. 

Meanwhile the lady, having asked for the 
matron, was occupying herself in visiting the 
Iionse. 

'Which is Mary Duncan?' she asked, on 
coming into the girls' schooboouL 

The mistress coloured. ' She's in disgrace, 
ma'am, for obstinacy and disobedience/ 

'I am very sorry to hear that,' replied the 
lady. ' What has she done ?' 

' She wouldn^t say the prayers, ma'am, in the 
morning with the others, and she wouldn't 
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this?' said the lady^ smoothing the hair off 
the child's forehead^ and looking at her 
lovingly. 

' I tried to think of Jesus, and how He bore 
pain and shame for us, as poor mother nsed to 
tell us/ said the child, simply; 'and then it 
didn't seem so hard. And I pray to Him and 
to Our Lady every day to give me strength to 
bear it; and if it may be, to get me and 
Arthur away from this terrible place/ 

A messenger here interrupted the conversa- 
tion by summoning the lady to reappear before 
the Board. 

' Courage, and hope on !' whispered she, as 
she left the little girl to^ obey the summons. 

'We have considered the case you have 
brought before us, madam,' said the chairman^ 
gravely, ' and though you must allow me to 
say there is no legal right in the matter of 
removing the children to the district schools^ 
which is left to the discretion of the Board, yet 
we think, considering all the circumstances, it 
will be well to grant your request. You are 
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therefore at liberty to remove the cliildreii 
when you please, and we have desired the 
necessary forms to be prepared for the pur- 
pose/ 

Beader, my tale is told ; and, unlike some 
tales, it is a true one. If it should induce you 
or anyone else to take up the cause of these 
poor children, and to second the measures 
which are being set on foot to deliver these 
little ones from the cruel persecution tjiey are 
now undergoing for their faith, or from the 
still more irreparable wrong of their being 
robbed of it altogether, and forcibly brought 
up in error, my object wiU be attained. 





WHAT WILL PEOPLE SAY? 

* §WK?T'S no use talking, James ; I can't go 
and leave the old Churcli where father 
and mother worshipped all their lives, 
or the grave where they both lie so 
happy-like together; besides having 
all the neighbours talking and staring at me 
as a Papist — ^no, I couldn't stand t}uit I' 
exclaimed the speaker warmly, opening, as 
she spoke, the latch of the door of a pretty 
cottage, through which a young man was at 
the moment passing, with a bag on his arm, as 
if starting on a journey. 

' Ah, Mary, that's where the rub is, I know 
weU,' replied the lad. ^ But do think for a 
moment how little those excuses will stand 
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you at the judgment-day ! What will people's 
talk matter then, I wonder V 

So saying, and gently kissing her forehead, 
lie wished her good-bye, and began, with brisk 
steps, to walk to the railway station to catch 
the evening train. 

Yet his heart was sad and heavy. He and 
his sister had been left orphans about two 
years before, and he had obtained work at 
Messrs. Fenton's painted glass isbctory in 
London, having a great taste both for drawing 
and colour, which his employers were not slow 
to perceive and take advantage of. His work 
soon brought him in contact with the best 
painters and engravers of Catholic art, and it 
seemed as if at once he had found an explana- 
tion of the yearnings of his heart. Especially 
did he love all representations ol Mary — ^in her 
Annunciation and her Maternity ; and no pains 
did he spare to perfect any Work with which he 
might be entrusted, bearing on these subjects. 

One day, when he was deeply engaged in an 
outline of a 'High Church' window for a 
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chapel dedicated to Our Lady, a man who was 
standing by and watching him exclaimed^ as 
if involuntarily, ^ What a pity I' 

'What's a pity?' asked James, suddenly 
pausing in his work, and looking up with 
surprise at the speaker. 

He was a middle-aged man, with a singularly 
kind and benevolent countenance, and he 
answered gently, though sadly : 

'Why, I can't help thinking it's a great 
pity, when I see you bestowing such pains 
and taste on that face, that you don't know 
anything about her; nor do the people for 
whom you are painting this window.' 

' What do you mean ?' replied James. * I 
suppose everyone who is a Christian, and even 
a Turk, I am told, knows about the Virgin 
Mary!' 

' Ah ! but that's not what I meant,* replied 
the man. ' You know her, true, as you know 
of any historical fact; but you don't really 
know her and love her, and want her, and go 
to her as we Catholics do.' 
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' Tell me. sometliing of all this/ answered 
James^ eagerly. ' Let me come to you, Mr. 
Percival, after work tliis evening : I have been 
puzzled for a long time about many things 
since I have been here ; and I should like to 
know what you Catholics really do believe, and 
not merely what your enemies say of you.' 

A cordial shake of the hand, and an engage- 
ment to come to Mr. PercivaPs room that 
evening, was the result of this conversation. 
And the acquaintance thus begun soon ripened 
into a hearty liking on both sides. Their 
talk generally turned on those points most 
interesting to both ; and, bit by bit, the truth 
became unfolded to Jameses heart and mind, 
and the prejudices of his childhood melted 
away as ice in the summer sun. His only real 
difficulty had been the flo-called ^ adoration ' of 
the Virgin Mary. 

^ It seemed so to put her in the place of 
God,' he said one day, ' and to be right against 
the Bible words of there being only '' One 
Mediator'' and One Intercessor. It seems. 
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too, to me, to take away from the honour due 
to Our Lord, as the one great '* Advocate for 
UB with the Father/* I wish you would ex- 
plain this to me/ 

' Well, my dear James, we Catholics should 
be simply geese, or rather, I should say, 
heretics according to our own teaching, if we 
adored or paid divine worship to the Blessed 
Virgin, or believed that anybody but Christ 
was the one, absolute, self-sufficient Mediator 
between God and man. You may ask the 
simplest little child in the Church if it imagines 
that the Virgin Mary is God, and you will 
find it has never dreamt of such an absurdiiy. 
Ask any poor Catholic woman why she prays 
to the Mother of Our Lord, and honours her so 
much, and she will tell you that it is simply 
and wholly for the love and honour of Him. 
whose Mother she is/ 

' That seems all very well,' replied James ; 
* but, as Christ is the " One Mediator for us 
with theFather,*' why should we not go straight 
to the Son of God, without having recourse to 
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His Mother^ who is only a creature after 
aU?' 

'Because/ answered Mr. Percival^ 'the 
Church will not have us forget our Greedy that 
the Son of God was horn of the Virgin Mary, 
and that we may as well deny that Grod ever 
became man as ignore the Mother whom He 
chose for HimseK. Either the Blessed Virgin 
is the Mother of God, or God never became 
man. If she be God's Mother^ and the saints 
and angels can hear our prayers (for does not 
the Creed also declare the ''communion of 
saints " ?), then she is the most powerful iuter- 
cessor we can have with God. But the fact of 
our believing that she can pray for us^ and 
intercede in her own way for us^ is nothing 
more than what the Bible teaches us to do one 
for another in a hundred places* St. James 
says (chap. v. 16), " Pray one for another that 
ye may be saved, for the continual prayer 
of a just man availeth much.'^ Our Lord 
again says, " Fray ye the Lord of the harvest 
that He may send forth labourers unto His 

8 
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harvest '^ (Matt. ix. 38) ; that is to say. He 
will send ministers of salvation through our 
intercession. Then, again, see how men in an 
inferior and secondary sense became mediators 
for their brethren. In the Book of Job 
(chap. xliL), the Lord said, '^ My servant Job 
shall pray for you : his face I will accept, that 
folly be not imputed to you .... and the 
Lord was turned at the penance of Job when 
he prayed for his friends.^' Well, James, I 
believe the Mother of God to be a much 
greater saint than Job ; and, just in propor- 
tion as she is the greatest of all saints, we 
believe that her prayers, or, as you like to call 
it, her '' mediation ^^ (though I don't like the 
word, simply because you Protestants are apt 
to misunderstand it), is the more availing. 
Surely, if God said He would accept the 
'* face '^ of Job, He will a thousand times more 
readily ^^ accept the face '' of His own most 
perfect and pure Mother ! Now, James, I call 
this not only Scriptural and true, but plain 
common isense/ 
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^ Well, the truth is, I never looked upon the 
matter in this light before,' replied James. 
' I see now what you mean — ^that you don't 
pray to her, but ask her to pray for you/ 

' Exactly so,' answered Mr. Percival. ' God 
does not pray, but receives prayer. It is a 
cbbatuse's work to pray. We bid Our Lady 
pray to Our Lord /or us. How is this setting 
her above Him V 

This conversation, and othelrs like it, by 
degrees dispelled the doubts and difficulties in 
James's mind, and his simple, earnest wish to 
find the Truth was rewarded by honest and 
hearty* conviction. One only desire now pos- 
sessed him — ^to be received into the Church, 
in which alone he believed, and thus, however 
humbly, to bear witness to the Truth. And 
soon this joy was indeed his ; and with a 
thankful heart he found himself one morning 

kneeling in the Church of , and received 

the sacred sign which was to make him Christ's 
faithful soldier and servant Unto his life's 
end. 

8—2 
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But we must not suppose that this change 
was effected without much personal trial and 
inward and outward suffering. It was not so 
hard, perhaps, to bear the scoffs and sneers of 
his former companions as the grave displeasure 
of his employers, to one of whom he was sin- 
cerely attached; and who intimated to him 
tKat henceforth he must seek work elsewhere , 
as they could not allow 'Papists' in their 
establishment. 

' It is curious,' said the head of the firm to 
his partner, before the summons to James, 
which was to decide his fate ; ' I can't for the 
life of me make out how it is that every one of 
our best hands, if they are good for anything, 
go over to Eome ! Something must be done 
about it. We must make an e^sftample of James 
Wilson, and turn him off, or we shall have the 
whole house Catholic before long !' 

' Well, what if we have V replied his partner, 
who was himself of an old Catholic family, 
though, unfortunately, brought up a Protestant 
to suit the views of a rich godfather (who died. 
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be it remarked in passings wiihoat leaving 
Mm a &rtliing). * I don't see that they will 
paint our windows the worse for that^ but 
rather the better/ 

'It would never do/ said the head of the 
firm, decisively. ' What would the Protestant 
clergy say if they were to come here and find 
nothing but Catholic workmen^ I wonder? 
But it's too provoking, losing all our best men 
in this way/ 

Any further conversation was interrupted 
by the entrance of James himself, who stood 
quietly and silently, waiting to know his 
masters' pleasure. 

Secretly irritated at the bad reason he had 
to give for the dismissal of one who had been 
in all ways so well conducted, Mr. Penton 
exclaimed : 

' Wilson, you know on what favourable 
terms I have received you into this house, and 
that I have always been anxious to befriend 
you in every way in my power. But they tell 
me you have been fool enough to turn Papist^ 
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and leave the Church of England, in which 
you were bom and brought up. Is that so ?* 

'It is, sir, thank God I' replied James, 
calmly and firmly. 

' Tou may not Consider it a cause for much, 
thankfulness,' retorted Mr. Fenton, drily, 
'when I tell you that you must, in conse- 
quence, leave this establishment. Tour wages 
wiU cease from this day month.' 

James bowed, and withdrew in silence, but 
his heart was fciU. He had become an enthu- 
siast in his art ; and the thought of having to 
give it up altogether, and seek a living in 
some humbler way, was to the last degree dis- 
tasteful to him. For an instant the thought 
flashed across him, ' Was it worth this terrible 
sacrifice V But he repulsed the feeling indig- 
nantly. Where were all his grand and high 
resolves ? Was he to be a follower of Christ 
without the Cross ? In the evening he sought 
out his faithful friend, and detailed to him, 
with great straightforwardness and simplicity, 
the cause of this dav^s dismissal, and the 
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craven feelings wliicli had been the conse- 
quence. 

Mr. Percival's brow contracted for a moment, 
and he mnrmured, half to himself : 

'And this is the liberty of conscience we 
English talk abont so boastfully I' Then, 
grasping his young friend's hand^he exclaimed : 
' I congratulate you,, dear old fellow ! Now 
you are marked all right^ I began to fear it 
would be too plain sailing, and that's not the 
way our faith grows and thriven. So, instead 
of being so downhearted, I tell you you must 
rejoice. And there's no fear about our getting 
work for you elsewhere. A good hand like 
you is sure to find some kind of employment* 
I'll see about it at once.' 

And Mr. Percival was as good as his word ; 
and before the month had elapsed James had 
been engaged by a Catholic firm, with the 
prospect of a higher salary should his talents 
come up to the expectations of his friend and 
recommender. One only thought now pos- 
sessed him — one only prayer — ^that his twin 
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sister might be led^ like him^ to see tlie 
Truth. 

She had remained in their native village 
with some old friends of his fether's, and he 
knew it would be harder for her to see or hear 
of anything Catholic^ still more to take a step 
which was surd to meet with the grave disap- 
probation of every member of the little world 
of which she formed a part. For, no matter 
what may be our outward circumstances, we 
have each a world of our own, and a strong 
tide of public opinion to combat i£ we choose 
to go against the stream. And nowhere is 
this felt more strongly than in a country place, 
where prejudices are more deeply rooted, and 
there is no succession of stirring events rapidly 
succeeding each other to make a sudden con- 
version subside into a nine days' wonder* 
Still James hoped and prayed, and missed no 
opportunity, by letters, books, and words 
when they met, to influence his sister in the 
right direction. On the occasion of his last 
visit, when our story opened, he had brought 



What Will People Say? 121 

her down a little statue of Our Lady and the 
Holy Child, which he had painted for her him- 
self with great care, and fixed for her on a 
little bracket above the head of her bed. 

' Promise me, Mary, you will always keep 
it there/ he had said to her as he went away. 
' You bear her name, you know, and must 
learn to know and love her/ 

Mary promised ; but deep down in her heart 
was the thought, ' That it was of no use. She 
never could be a Bomanist, and quarrel with 
all her friends, and perhaps be turned out of 
doors besides/ 

So years passed on, each bearing its burden 
of good or evil, of sorrow or of joy, to the 
dwellers in this which we so vainly call our 
' home.^ 

A widow lady resided in the old Abbey, 
round which the little village still clustered as 
in olden times; and it was in one of these 
hamlets that Mary Wilson^s lot was cast. 
She had rarely seen the occupier of the * big 
house ^ (as the poor people called it), except 
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on occasioiis of harvest-homes or village feasts ; 
bat there was a something abont her whicli 
made Mary feel she should like to send for her 
should sickness or trouble visit her home. 
For not far from her cottage lived a great 
friend of hers, a pretty, modest, loving young 
mother, whose life had (humanly speaking) 
been saved by this lady^s nursing, and she 
was never weary of telling the tale ; *^ although,^ 
she would add, ^ she is unluckily a Eomanist/ 
A sort of mystery, therefore, was attached to 
her person, and a keener desire on Mary's 
part to know one who had what she called 
the same ' curious delusion ' as her brother. 

But this knowledge was soon to come. 

The autumn of 186- was unusually sickly. 
Fever of a low typhoid kind swept over the 
village, carrying off old and young; but the 
healthiest and strongest were generally taken 
first. JThe lady^s hands and heart were full ; 
and soon Mary's turn came. She had been 
ailing for a few days with pains in her back 
and head, yet without ever dreaming that the 
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fell sickness wonld be hers. And now she 
too was laid low in tlie pride of her youth and 
strength and beanty. And the lady she had 
wished for was by her bedside^ but she knew 
it not. Only in her delirium she would go on 
repeating, ' Oh, it's too late ! too late 1 Whai 
will people say ?* 

The doctor shook his head. 
'6he has something on her mind, that's 
clear,' he exclaimed, ' but no one in the house 
can make it out. Has she no near relations V 
Her brother was mentioned and telegraphed 
for by the doctor's desire; and till he came 
the lady sat on, bathing her forehead and 
hands, and administering every restorative in 
her power. Suddenly her eye fell on the 
little statue over the poor child's head. Who 
could have put it there ? The people of the 
house said, ' It was her brother, and that she 
was very ^' choice " over it, and never would 
have it moved.' 

A hope sprung up in the lady's heart from 
those words, and she waited more eagerly than 
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ever for the train which was to bring the giver 
of this mute token of &ith and love. 

And soon rapid steps were heard on the 
little neatly-kept gravel walk; and a voice, 
hoarse with emotion, exclaimed, 'Am I too 
late V 

In another moment he was in the room, and 
kneeling by that unconscious form. 

' Mary, Mother of Mercy, plead for her V 
groaned the poor fellow, as he sobbed by his 
sister's bedside. 

' Amen/ responded the lady, eoftly, whom 
tiU now he had not perceived. 

'We are one in faith,' she added, gently- 
taking his hand ; ' let us pray together, that 
she also may be one with us.' 

And God heard their prayers, and raised up 
that poor child ; and her first act was one of 
submission to the Church of God. 

' For never shall I forget,' she would often 
say in after years, ' the agony I felt when I 
thought myself dying, and knew I had all along 
resisted grace, and that it was now too late. 
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Then I recollected Jameses words, '^ What will 
people^s talk matter at the judgment-day?^' 
and it seemed to me as if I were in presence of 
Our Lord, and condemned in the particular 
judgment for ever and for ever — and, oh ! so 
justly !^ 

Our tale draws to its close. One fine bright 
October morning a carriage drove up to the 
cottage door, and Mary, carefully wrapped up 
in shawls, was placed by her brother by the 
lady^s side ; and the three drove happily yet 
silently to the little church, where the Bishop 
was waiting to administer the rite of Confirma- 
tion to many young and loving hearts. And 
tlien followed the Sacred Feast, when the 
brother's wish was at last fulfilled; and in 
One Faith, One Hope, and One Baptism, they 
were united now for evermore. 




FERNANDO. 




A STOBY OF THE SECRET SOCIETIES. 

[T was a beautiful evening on the Lagunes. 
The sun had sunk behind one of the 
small islands dotting the Adriatic^ in a 
sea of purple and yellow and gold. 
The fishermen were spreading and 
drying their nets on the shore, while their 
wives were sitting outside their doors, chatting 
and laughing and showing o£E the charms of 
their respective babies, and the older children 
built imaginary villages of sand and peopled 
them with shells. Suddenly a deep bell was 
heard, and instantly the voices were hushed, 
and all knelt and repeated the 'Angelus' 
with the simple faith of the Italian race, whose 
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eyeuing would be incomplete without that 
touching tribute to Our Lady. But among 
the women was one who had sat apart sadly 
from the rest^and down whose furrowed cheeks 
a few tears were coursing, when she rose from 
her knees and found herself suddenly facing a 
venerable priest, with silver hair, who had 
jast come from the neighbouring village. 

' What ails you, my good Oaterina V he asked, 
seeing the marks of distress on her face. ^ Is it 
the old sorrow always, or something fresh V 

The woman bent forward to kiss his hand, 
and replied : 

^The old grief is ever fresh, my Father 
and widows cannot forget. It is a weary long 
waiting for the meeting up there,^ she added, 
pointing to heaven. ^But it was not that 
which made me cry just now. It was iPer- 
nando. Ah ! people tried to console me when 
my husband died by telling me I had the 
children to comfort me. The children ! It is 
they who make my cross intolerable to me. 
To be left alooe to bring them up ; to have no 
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one to help me to guide tliem, or to consult 
with about them, or to speak to about their 
faults or their virtues — it is that which some- 
times drives me to despair ! Lotta is all very- 
well — she is a good child on the whole ; but 
Fernando is always headstrong and wilful. 
I cannot manage him. He will not listen to 
me, but goes ofE for ^ays together ; I don't 
know where, and I fear with bad companions. 
Now he is gone again. I waited up half the 
night last night to let him in, but he never 
came, although he promised me he would 
return yesterday evening, and bring me some 
things I wanted from the town. It was only 
an excuse to get away, and I am fairly broken- 
hearted about him. 

And the poor woman covered her face with 
her apron, and began to sob bitterly. 

The good old priest did his best to comfort 
her, and reminded her of the efficacy of a 
mother's prayer ; but he knew well how great 
were the difficulties of the case. The boy was 
bright, handsome, and clever ; he had learned 
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quickly at school, and, as long as his fafher 
lived, had been checked and controlled, and 
made to obey. But with the father's death 
this wholesome authority mingled with fear 
had ceased. He loved his mother, but she was 
too soft and gentle to influence so headsfa'ong 
and rebellious a character. He began to 
deceive her in a thousand little ways in order 
to compass his own ends ; he neglected his 
rehgious duties, and though compelled to go 
to Mass with her on Sundays, and outwardly to 
behave as usual, the priest, who knew his heart, 
found him entirely changed. In vain he rea- 
soned with him and represented to him the 
solemn charge his father had left him on his 
death-bed to obey his mother and care for her 
and his little sister. The boy was stubborn 
and sullen, and at last determined to run away 
from home and ^ earn a living independently,' 
as he said. But, like the prodigal son, after a 
week or two's absence he had repented of his 
folly. He had suffered a great deal in his 
vagabond life, and at last determined to come 
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back to his mother and own his fault. Her 
joy was so great at his retnm that perhaps she 
did not make him feel sufficiently the full 
extent of his sin. She thought that by shower- 
ing love and tender offices on him, his heart 
would be touched and that he would spare her 
a repetition of such condtict. But there was 
no earnest purpose of amendment or true 
repentance in the boy^s heart. Very soon he 
got tired of the monofcony and slight control 
of his home-life^ and the result was that, at the 
moment our story opens, he had again deserted 
her, and ever after led a wild, unsatisfactory life, 
sometimes coming home, but always refusing 
to give any account of himself, or to confess 
howhe spent the intervening time. No wonder 
that the poor mother's heart was riven, and 
that the place where she knelt in the church 
was generally wet with tears. 

At last affairs came to a crisis. Fernando 
had returned one evening more out of temper 
than usual, and had flatly refused to obey 
some trifling order his mother had given him. 
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His words and manner roased even so gentle 
a nature as hers^ and^ speaking to him for the 
first time with real sternness, she warned him 
'that if he continued in his wilful and dis- 
obedient career, indifferent to the bitter pain 
He caused her, God would signally punish him, 
and that he would surely die on the scaffold/ 
Her words startled him at the time, and he 
promised to behave better. But the impression 
was a transitory one, and a few days later he 
again left her — this time for ever. The teach- 
ings of his childhood were forgotten, the 
whisperings of conscience and of his good 
angel were stifled ; the devil entered into his 
heart and blinded him with visions of liberty 
and independence. And God never permitted 
him to see his poor mother again on earth. 

We will pass lightly over the intervening 
years *of the boy^s life till he became a man. 
He was first engaged as a cabin-boy on board 
a merchant brig sailing from Trieste. Then, 
finding him clever and intelligent, the ship^s 
carpenter took a fancy to him and taught 
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him his trade, which he quickly learned, and 
soon was able to command higher wages. 
All this time, though growing in knowledge 
and strength, he was far from growing in 
grace or in the love of God. Now and then 
he would turn into a church and say an 
occasional prayer. But his companions wero 
bad and jeered at anything like religion ; so 
that he soon became ashamed of even so 
scanty a practice of his faith. After a year 
or two he was taken on board a Neapolitan 
vessel bound for South America. But the 
crew were Carbonari, socialists, and infidels, 
enlisted in a secret society to overthrow both 
the altar and the throne. Finding Fernando 
a likely subject, they quickly won him over by 
bribes and promises, and finally enrolled him 
as a member of their detestable sect, and 
initiated him into every species of iniquity. 
Unhappily, they found in him a ready pupil, 
and his gigantic strength made him a formid- 
able instrument when any deed of unusual 
daring and villainy was required. But low as 
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he had fallen, and rapid as had been his descent 
from good to evil, yet God did not altogether 
forsake him or overlook his mother's prayers 
and tears on his behalf. He sent him a 
dangerous illness, and his heartless com- 
panions, finding him in consequence only a 
burden upon them, sailed away, leaving him 
to seek a hospital in a strange port of South 
America. The sufferings he there endured, 
the desertion of his wicked companions, and 
the kind and tender care he received from his 
nurses, awoke in his breast feelings of remorse 
and compunction for his past life, and a wish 
to turn over a new leaf if God should once 
more spare him. The fear of eternal punish- 
ment and the recollection of the teachings of 
his childhood strengthened these good dis- 
positions in his heart, and an apparently 
trifling circumstance helped to confirm them. 
Among the nurses was a young girl, the 
daughter of the matron, to whom he became 
deeply and passionately attached. She was 
good and pious and a devout Catholic; so 
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that before encouraging his addresses in any 
way slie wished to ascertain if he were of her 
faith. He assured her he was a Catholic and 
bom of Catholic parents ; but when she ques- 
tioned him as to his mother and his home, and 
especially as to his religious practices, she found 
he had nothing to say, and that he could give 
her no proof of his sincerity. Fernando 
became almost desperate, and poured out to 
her the story of his love and his repentance 
in a way which could not fail to touch the 
girl's heart. Finally, on his recovery, she 
gave him a conditional promise that she would 
marry him at the end of a certain time of pro- 
bation, when she would see if he had been 
faithful to his new and good resolutions; and 
tying a small bag round his neck, she made 
him swear never to take it off, for her sake. 
This was the only gleam of sunshine in Fer- 
nando's sad and checkered! career. It was a 
pure and honest love, which, with the grace of 
God, might have brought about his salvation. 
But^ unhappily, he did not seek for that grace 
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liis repentance and his good resolutions melted 
away as liis health became restored; he trusted 
in his own strength ; and so ' the last state of 
that man was worse than the first/ 

No sooner was his health re-established than 
Fernando was anxious to be afloat again^ partly 
to hasten the time of his probation, partly .to 
earn more money wherewith to enable him to 
marry the pure, good child whose heart he had 
won. His skill in carpentering was well known, 
so that in a short time he obtained an excellent 
situation in an Italian ship bearing the English 
flag, in which he hoped to make only a short 
cruise and then return to claim his bride. They 
parted with much love on both sides^ but with 
a growing anxiety on hers which their late in- 
tercourse had only strengthened. She could 
not satisfy herself that his heart was really 
changed, and dreaded his being again led 
away by evil companions. The result justified 
her fears but too well. 

The captain of Femando's ship was a man 
of bad character, but he took a great fancy to 
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his new carpenter, and even admitted him on 
terms of eqnaliiy to his table. He had on 
board a handsome Italian woman who passed 
for his wife, but who was not so in reality. 
This woman had no sooner seen Fernando than 
she conceived for him a strong and guilty 
passion, which she at first endeavoured to con- 
ceal, and only showed by increased kindness 
and attention to Feraando on the plea of his 
having lately recovered from a serious illness. 
• Fernando was pleased and flattered by her 
manner, and so began an intimacy which was 
destined to have the most fatal consequences. 
In spite of his genuine love for his affianced 
bride, the passionate nature of this bad woman 
worked upon all that was worst and lowest in 
himself, degrading him in his own eyes, yet 
blinding him to the inevitable consequences. 
She became his evil genius, a siren dragging 
him slowly but surely down to perdition. We 
need not enter into the sad story of passion 
and aml^ition on the one hand, leading to 
jealousy and fury on the other, and ending in 
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the commission of a fearful crime. Suffice it 
to say that^ under the impulse of a sudden and 
terrible temptation, Fernando mortally stabbed 
the captain in his own cabin, and the woman 
shared the same fate. The mate, hearing the 
murderous cries, rushed in to the assistance of 
his master and was killed also. The captain 
and the mate died instantaneously; but the 
woman lived long enough for her Neapolitan 
faith to revive, and calling Fernando to her, 
she exclaimed : ' See what you have done V 

^ Yes/ he replied, sullenly, ' I see ; but you 
know well it is all through you !' '^ 

Then the wretched woman appealed to him 
to do her at least one last favour, and that was 
to light six candles before a picture of Our 
Lady which hung in the cabin, and to promise 
her that when he came ashore he would have 
six masses offered for the repose of her soul. 
This he did and promised mechanically, for his 
furious passion being over, he was, as it were, 
stunned at his own acts. His miserable victim 
expired a few minutes later on the couch where 
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he had laid her. It was then for the first time 
that he realised what he had done^ and, without 
stopping to consider, he instinctively opened 
the little bag which hung round his neck, and 
saw that it contained a scapular with an image 
of Our Lady. At the sight he was softened, 
and bursting into tears, he exclaimed*. 'My 
God ! my God ! what have I done !' But the 
voice of Grace was soon huahed in the tumult 
of fear and remorse which had taken posses- 
sion of him. He realised also the excessive 
danger of his position, and his one idea was 
how to save himself. At last he made up his 
mind to take possession of the ship, and, 
effacing as far as possible the evidence of the 
struggle, and locking the cabin door, he quietly 
went on deck, and, taking the helm, determined 
to alter the ship^s course. But the sailors, who 
had liked their captain, and suspected there 
had been foul play, would not obey him. 
Finally, they rose against him in a body and 
tried to seize him. Being a man of herculean 

• 

strength, ten of his opponents lay at his feet 
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in his struggle for liberty: At last he ^as 
overpowered by numbers and safely secured ; 
after which the sailors ran the ship into the 
port of Montevideo^ and delivered him over to 
the English authorities there on a charge of 
treble murder. From thence he was sent to 
England on board a man-of-war, bound with 
chains. But in a fit t)f frenzy he burst his 
bonds and threw himself into the sea to put 
an end to his miserable life. He was rescued, 
but again and again attempted the same des- 
perate act. Grod had, however, other and more 
merciful designs as regarded this poor sinner, 
and he was safely landed at Southampton, and 
from thence sent to Winchester, where he was 
tried; and the evidence against him being 
overwhelming, he was finally condemned to 
death. 

We must now leave the criminal for a short 
time, and give our readers the graphic descrip- 
tion of his conversion from the pen of the holy 
Capuchin Father who was God^s instrument on 
this occasion. He writes : 
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' I had been but a short time in England, and 
spoke the language very imperfectly, when I 
was one day sent for by Dr. Grant, the late 
saintly bishop of Southwark, who, to my great 
astonishment, asked me if I would go down as 
soon as possible to Winchester gaol, to attend 
an Italian youth who had been condemned to 
death for three murders committed by him on 
the high seas. The bishop added that the un- 
fortunate man, who was only eight-and-twenty, 
had refused the ministrations of more than one 
priest who had been sent to try and •influence 
him ; that he (the bishop) had himself endea- 
voured to get at him, but had failed in the 
attempt, the prisoner having declared that as 
he had lived so he would die, and that he would 
have nothing to say to any priest whatsoever. 
It had then come into the bishop^s head that 
he would send me, as I, being an Italian, might 
probably have some effect upon him and pos- 
sibly soften that hard heart. I pleaded my 
inability to speak English, and the difficulty I 
should have not* only in finding my way to 
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Winchester, but in explaining my wants and 
wishes to the prison authorities, who were not 
likely to be favourable to the poor monk^s 
brown habit. But the bishop replied that as a 
son of St. Francis my duty was to obey, and 
bade me go in God^s Name, and not doubt that 
Our Lady would assist me, and that, through 
my means, this poor guilty soul might be saved 
from eternal damnation. It was the Feast of the 
Immaculate Conception; and so, trusting in Our 
Lady^s all-powerful aid, I accepted the bishop's 
commission and started. I borrowed a dictionary 
at the monastery, and studied it diligently during 
my journey down, so that I might know what 
words to use on my first arrival, and how to in- 
quire my way to the gaol. . . . I was very cour- 
teously received by the governor of the prison, 
to whom I announced myself and explained 
my mission. He insisted on my taking some 
refreshment at his own table, and then con- 
ducted me himself to the cell of the condemned 
man. He warned me not to approach too near 
him, for he was so very violent that it had been 
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found necessary to chain him^ and no one dared 
go wiiihin Us reach. When I entered the cell 
I understood at once the meaning of the 
govemor^s warning. The prisoner, in truth, 
looked more like a tiger than a human being. 
He chafed and glared at me like a maniac ; but 
remembering under whose protection I had 
placed myself, I went straight up to him and 
spoke to him gently and lovingly, saying I was 
his fellow countryman, and had come a long 
way on purpose to see him. I requested the 
governor to leave me alone with him ; and then, 
taking his hand, I told him how grieved I was 
to see him chained like that, and that I would 
ask to have the manacles removed, so that 
we might sit down comfortably together like 
brothers, as we truly were. He asked me" " if 
I should not be afraid of him.^' I assured him 
I had no fear whatever ; and at my earnest 
request the chains were removed, though the 
warders were evidently alarmed at my being 
left thus alone with him when his limbs were 
freed. I reassured them, and the moment we 
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were left by ourselves the poor fellow fell at my 
feet and burst into tears. I knelt down and 
prayed with him, and consoled him in every 
way in my power; and he then and there 
poured out to me the whole history of his past 
life, as it has been partly related here, tracing 
back all his misfortunes to his first act of re- 
bellion as a boy, and to the pain and trouble 
he had given to his widowed mother. He said 
that her voice still rang in his ears when she 
had told him that " if he continued his dis- 
obedience he would surely die on a scaffold/* 
^' And her words have come true,'' sobbed the 
poor fellow, as he knelt in the deepest penitence 
before me, crying,in fact, like a little child, and 
begging and imploring God's forgiveness for 
his sins ; so that the heartiness of his contrition 
moved me likewise, and we mingled our tears 
together. I saw that he was evidently not fit 
to be alone. I did not know what he might 
do to himself in his despair ; so that I went 
and obtained from the governor permission to 
remain with him every day from early morning 
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till late at night. I kept the bishop informed 
of every particular regarding his state; and 
when he heard that Fernando had shown such 
contrition^ and made so open a confession^ he 
exclaimed with joy : '^ This is indeed a miracle 
of the Immaculate Conception V^ Only a few 
months before two other Italian Carbonari had 
been executed for murder at Winchester, with- 
out having consented to see a priest. The poor 
bishop, standing among the crowd, could only 
give them conditional absolution when the drop 
fell ; and he had always feared that Femando's 
end would be as sad as theirs had been. When, 
then, Dr. Grant heard of the wonderful change 
which the grace of God had wrought in this 
poor young fellow's heart, he gave me leave 
to celebrate Mass in his cell. And there, on a 
little temporary altar, I daily offered the Holy 
Sacrifice, Fernando himself serving my Mass 
with the greatest devotion and reverence, and 
frequently receiving his Lord in Holy Com- 
munion. The rest of the day we spent in 
prayer, saying the Eosary and the Stations of 
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the Cross^ or reading tke Gospel narrative of 
the Passion of Oar Lord or the lires of the 
saints. Thus we spent the greater part of 
the month of December. I became intensely 
interested in and attached to him : and the 
warders and governor of the prison never 
ceased expressing their astonishment at the 
total change which had come over their once 
refractory prisoner. I would I could describe 
more minutely the strange events of his 
checkered life, and the interior conflicts he had 
gone through on several occasions before his 
last entire conversion. But up to the very end 
he dreaded lest I should reveal any circum- 
stances connected with the wretched secret 
society he had so unhappily joined, seeming 
always to fear the vengeance of the Carbonari, 
so terrible is the terrorism exercised by those 
men over their victims, lest their infamous 
practices should be revealed I 

' Only a week before his execution I had a 
specimen of the influence these men still had 
over him. Christmas-day had dawned. I had 

10 
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said my first Mass. as usual, in his cell^ and 
liad gone to the chnrch to celebrate the other 
two. Daring my absence three Italians of the 
worst possible sort asked for and obtained 
permission from the goyemor to see the 
prisoner. Of course, he had not an idea who 
or what they were, and only thought they 
were friends and countrymen of Femando^s ; 
and his conduct had been so exemplary since 
his conversion that everyone was anxious to 
show him some kindness and sympathy. 
When I returned, which I did the moment 
my Masses were over, I found, to my dismay, 
that Fernando was an altered man. He was 
no longer my humble penitent, anxious to do 
everything he could to atone for the past. 
There were again passion and vengeance in 
his eye. He walked restlessly up and down 
his oeU, eyeing me askance from time to time. 
I saluted him as I entered, and said a few 
loving words to him on the Feast; but lie 
never answered a word, and looked sullenly 
down on the floor. I own that for the first 
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time I was frightened^ but I determined not 
to show it. I said nothing more^ but knelt 
down before our little altar with the picture of 
Oar Lady of Dolours upon it^ and began to 
pray^ keeping an eye on him all the time. 
Suddenly he came up behind me and seized 
me by the back of the neck so as almost to 
strangle me. I felt sure that he meant to 
murder me^ and that my last hour was come. 
I made a f eryent act of contrition^ and called^ 
as I thought for the last time^ on Mary, in- 
voking her aid. She did not fail me; in 
another second Fernando had relaxed his 
hold, and fell again sobbing and powerless at 
my feet. Grace had once more conquered. 
He knelt and implored me to forgive him for 
what he called his base ingratitude. He then 
confessed that the three Italians who had been 
with him in my absence were members of this 
same secret society, and pretended that as I, 
an Italian priest, was attending him, all the 
evil secrets of their wretched lives would be 
revealed to the world; that the only way to 
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saye tHem would be for him to take my life. 
They urged that it would make no difference to 
him ; that he was^ anyhow, to die on a scaffold^ 
and that he could but die once ; but that if he 
would only follow their advice and rid them 
of me, they would make the most desperate 
efforts to release him, and that they thought 
they should succeed, even if they had to wait 
till he was on his way to the place of execu- 
tion. All this poor Fernando poured out to 
me with many tears, ending by beseeching me 
to request the governor not to allow anyone 
in future to be admitted to see him except 
myself. 

'After this terrible internal struggle he was, 
if possible, more contrite and more fervent 
than before. But the days passed only too 
quickly, and then the last night came. I 
dreaded lest the devil should make a final 
effort to gain the soul so lately snatched from 
his grasp, and so went again to the governor 
and besought him, as a very great favour, for 
leave to pass that last night with the prisoner. 
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He said afc first it was a thing that was never 
allowed^ but I was so nrgent th^t at last he said 
he could not refuse me. He likewise ordered a 
second bed to be placed in the cell^ so that I 
might, at any rate, have some rest during the 
night. But I had no inclination to lie down, 
and still less to sleep. Fernando wanted to 
watch with me ; but I insisted on his making 
use of the bed prepared for me, and told him 
to try and get some sleep, that he might be 
braver on the morrow. He obeyed me ; and 
I sat with my Breviary in my hand, but my 
eyes fixed upon him, thanking God in my 
heart for the great grace of repentance that 
He had vouchsafed to him, and with a yearn- 
ing yet (as I well knew) fruitless desire that 
his life might be spared. I can never describe 
all I felt during those last hours. Soon after 
midnight Fernando suddenly started up in a 
paroxysm of despair. He screamed out in a 
loud voice that he saw the blood of the victims 
he had murdered before him ; he dashed him- 
self in a frenzy against the wall, tearing the 
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bed-clothes from him and trying to destroy 
himself. I took up my crucifix, and, putting 
my arms tenderly round him, began to preach 
of God's mercy and forgiveness, and of the 
all-sufficient atonement offered for us all on 
the Cross. God only knows what I said ; I 
was almost beside myself with grief and com- 
passion. But He deigned to bless my poor 
words, and again His grace triumphed. Once 
more poor Fernando came back to himself — 
penitent, strengthened, and consoled. But he 
would not ]ie down again, lest another frightful 
nightmare should come upon him. At two 
o'clock in the morning, for the last time, I 
celebrated the Holy Sacrifice in his cell, and 
he made his last Communion with such peni- 
tence and fervour as would have moved a 
heart of stone. After it was over he asked 
me to sing with him the " Stabat Mater/' the 
hymn his mother had taught him as a child, 
and which he had never forgotten. I could 
hardly join in it, for my voice was choked 
with tears. Then he remained on his knees in 
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prayer^ renewing hia confession^ liis acts of 
contrition^ and also of thanksgiving for the 
singular mercy God had shown him in calling 
him to repentance. So he went on till eight 
o'clock in the mornings when I heard a knock 
at the door of the cell^ and shuddered^ for I 
knew but too well what it meant. The gover- 
nor, entering, said to me : 

' " Mr. Pacificns, it is time.*' 

'"AJl right/' I answered; "leave Mm to 
me/' 

^ And then I turned to Fernando, and told 
him simply '^ it was time to go.'' 

'^'To go where ?'^ he asked, as if be- 
wildered. 

' '' To Calvary/' I replied. '' Do not fear : 
I will go with you, and One mightier than I 
will be with you to the end." 

^And then, for the last time, we knelt to- 
gether before the little altar where the Holy 
Sacrifice had so lately been offered, and before 
the image of Our Lady of Sorrows which hung 
above it, and we said once more '^ Hail Mary'* 
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to her whose loving aid had wrought sach 
marvels of grace ; and then we rose and left 
together that cell which had indeed become a 
sanctuary. The warders desisted from taking 
hold of him when I assured them that he 
wonld be as quiet as a lamb; and he walked 
firmly^ leaning on my arm^ to the place of 
execution. I wore my Franciscan habit, and 
we repeated together the litany of the dying in 
a loud voice as we walked along. When we 
had got a little way Fernando stopped me^ and 
begged that he might take off his shoes and 
his coat. 

'"I have been a great Binner/' he said, 
'' and I wish to go to the scaffold as a humble 
penitent/' 

'A little further on he stopped me again, 
and said that when I went about preaching to 
others I must mention the example of hia 
life, and warn all children to be dutiful and 
obedient to their parents, and especially to 
their mothers, lest they should end as he had 
done. He added that ever Bince he had run 
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away from his mother^ and caused her such 
sorrow and anxiety, he had always felt miser< 
able and nnhappy.* 

* I had forgotten to mention that the day previous 
to his execution he tried to write to his mother (who 
he fancied was still living) to express his love and 
sorrow for having grieved her ; but he was so affected 
when he began to think of her, he could not write a 
word. After his death I wrote for him, but in such a 
way that she should, if possible, be spared the know- 
ledge of his execution. I said : 

. ' DsAB Madam, 

* I am sorry to inform you that your dear son 
Fernando died the other day. But it will be a com- 
fort to you in your sorrow to know that he died peni- 
tent I have assisted him in his last moments, and 
given him the Sacraments of the Church ; and I was 
present at his death. The day before he died he 
begged of me to write to you, and implore your 
mothedy forgiveness for having been the cause of 
such grief to you, and for having run away from you. 
He never ceased deploring his conduct towards you, 
;uid besought your pardon and blessing. 

*• I remain, dear madam, 

* Your faithful servant, 

* Father Pacificus.' 

I should also remark that he tried to write a farewell 
letter to the girl to whom he had become so deeply 
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' At last we arrived at the scaffold, a.nd he 
quietly mounted the steps^ I and the execn- 
tioner being b j his side. He embraced me^ 
and then meekly submitted to have his hands 
tied. But when the cap was put over his &ce 
he complained to me that he could not again 
see or kiss the crucifix. I lifted the covering 
from his mouthy and held the sacred image to 
his lips while he joined with me in fervent 
ejaculations, and implored the mercy of God 
to the last instant when he was launched into 
eternity. 

' It was an awful moment ; even now, after 
the lapse of so many years, I cannot think of 
the terrible details without a thrill of horror. 
Fernando was in the full vigour of youth, and, 
as I have said, of enormous strength, and the 
consequence was that his death was very, very 

attached in Montevideo, but could not succeed, ac- 
cordingly he begged of me to write to her and inform 
her of his end, and to assure her that he had the 
happiness to die a true penitent Christian, and to the 
end had worn the scapular she had placed round his 
neck. 
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hard. It seemed to be an eternity before the 
doctor, with hia finger npon his pnlse, pro- 
nounced that he was qnite dead. There was 
a great crowd aronnd the prison doors and 
aronnd the scaffold ; bnt, contrary to what is 
nsnally the case on snch occasions, their 
demeanour was qniet and even respectful, and 
many were moved to tears. Two of the 
officers of the gaol were so impressed by what 
they had seen, that they came to me the fol- 
lowing day, asked to be put under instruction, 
and became Catholics.'^ 

The local Protestant papers, when describing 
the execution, all said that, ' if ever there were 
a true penitent, it was Fernando, and if ever 
there were a priest worthy of the name it was 
the poor Franciscan monk/ 

' If you wish for more details,^ writes Father 
Pacificus, ' I will try and give them to you ; 
but I think the foregoing narrative is correct 
in every particular. I have tried to read it 
over again, but I have never succeeded. It 
brings me back to Winchester, to the cell, to 
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the scaffold, to all those terrible moments^ Ife 
makes me cry I I liad become so fond of him^ 
tbere was so mach that was so grand and beau- 
tiful in Ms cbaracter j and I had lored him as 
a son^ for many reasons^ but especially becanse^ 
through the intercession of Mary, I had been 
permitted to deliver him from' the hands of 
the devil and his instruments^ the Carbonari^ 
and to bring him back, as a loving and peni- 
tent child, to the feet of our dear Lord, who 
had suffered and died for him on the Cross/ 

We feel we can add little or nothing to this 
beautiful narrative of the first missionary work 
in England of this holy and devoted Capuchin. 
Father, Many as may be the souls whom he 
has saved since these events took place, we 
think that in the last day, when he will receive 
his reward, none will give him greater joy than 
that of this poor Italian youth, whom his 
wonderful charity and courageous faith rescued 
from so terrible a condition, and brought, as 
he so touchingly writes, to the ' feet of our 
dear Lord.' 
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THE TWO SISTERS. 
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WAS coming out of cliurcli one morn- 
ing, when I was stopped by one of the 
nicest women in our congregation — a 
poor woman living by the labour of 
her hands, but incessantly employed in 
worts of charity and kindness : so that her 
name has become a household word in the 
courts and alleys of that miserable district; 
and her gentle step and soft hand may be 
found early and late by every sick bed. 

• If you please, ma^am,' she said, ' there's a 
young girl very ill in Crown Street, if you had 
time to go and see her. The doctor thinks she 
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can't get over it, and slie's of the betterclass, 
and would be so pleased if you would come 
and speak to her for a few minutes/ 

I gladly assented, and followed my kind- 
hearted guide (whose name was Ellen Blak3) 
down a narrow street to the left of the churchy 
till she stopped' at a door of one of the lodgings^ 
and went in. I followed her into a poor little 
room on the ground-floor, shabbily furnished, 
where, on a bed, as clean as the circumstances 
would allow, lay the sick girl in question. 
Her hectic cheek and labouring breath showed 
me that Ellen's statement was not exaggerated : 
but the poor child seemed even more troubled 
in mind than in body. After a time I learned 
her whole history, and it is this sad tale that I 
am about to relate to my readers. 

She was the daughter of a poor country- 
clergyman, who died when she and her sister 
were very young, leaving them utterly depen- 
dent on the exertions of their widowed mother. 
This struggling, miserable existence went on 
till the girl was between sixteen and seventeen. 



The Two Sisters. 159 

when the poor mother, fairly worn out with 
sorrow and privations, followed her husband 
to the grave. 'What was to become of the 
girls V was the question which passed from 
mouth to mouth. The rector of the parish 
where thev lived, and one or two old friends 
of their mher, took the sorrowing orphans by 
the hands, and invited them to stay first in one 
house and then in another. But that could not 
go on for ever. Luckily, or as it afterwards 
turned out, unluckily for her, the eldest girl, 
Mabel, had received a' very good education 
from her poor mother : so that she obtained a 
goTemess's dtuation without much difficulty. 
Bnt the youngest, Nellie, had been delicate 
and unequal to learn much ; and although her 
pride rather revolted at the idea, the only 
thiug that could be found for her was an ap- 
prenticeship in what is called the 'mantle' 
department of a large and &shionable linen- 
draper's shop, the premium for which was 
raised by subscription among their friends. 
Xiittle did those kind and well-meaning people 
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guess the nature of the place or the character 
of the persons to whom they had entrusted 
the poor weak ohfld I Everything appeared 
perfectly well ordwed in this vast estahlisli- 
ment. The lodging of the ' young ladies ' was 
airy and good ; the food plentiful and unexcep- 
tionable ; the senior partner in ihsTBrm stood 
high in reputation among his townsfolk ; and 
Nellie was congratulated on having fallen into 
such good hands. There was no one to tell of 
the late hours during which the shop was kept 
open ; of the night-walks which the poor girls, 
fainting for a little fresh air after the close hot 
air of the work-room or show-room, regularly 
took, first alone, then in company with one or 
other of the 'young gentlemen' of the 
establishment. Still less was there any sus- 
picion of the nature of the conversation which 
now fell for the first time upon poor Nellie's 
cars. At first she was horrified and disgusted, 
and used to make excuses to remain at honle> 
or in her own room, when the labours of the 
day were over. But then she began to find it 
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dull: and the hot weather came^ and she could 
never get cool in the house j and by degrees 
the bad^ coarse language and the viler jokes 
ceased to shock her. The temptation to 
drink likewise came upon her, partly from her 
dehcate health, partly from the inducements 
held out to her by her companions j for she 
was very pretty and a general favourite. Bat 
why prolong this part of the story ? The end, 
alas ! was but too common — I might almost 
say, without the grace of God, inevitable. 
There was no one to speak a warning word. 
Nellie was, in fact, the only pure, good girl in 
the whole house, when she first arrived. But 
she was weak, and had no deep religious prin- 
ciples to fall back upon ; and so she fell, not at 
once, but bit by bit, and little by little, till she 
lost that which a lifetime of penitence can never 
restore — and became a child of sin and shame. 
Three or four years passed; the life she 
was leading told rapidly on a constitution 
originally delicate, and the summer of 186 — 
found her in a hospital. She had fallen sick 

11 



162 True Wayside Tales. 

in a low lodging-liouse in the town where 
she was then staying^ and a good Samaritan^ 
finding how ill she was^ got her an admission 
into the infirmary. This was the beginning of 
her conversion. In the bed next to her was a 
yonng Catholic girl in the last stage of decline. 
Nellie had been both touched and edified at 
her patience and unselfishness during the rest- 
less nights and days^ when NelUe herself^ with 
far less alarming and painful symptoms^ could 
not resist venting out loud her murmurs and 
complaints. From admiring her, she got to 
watch her as she lay, smothering her racking 
cough not to disturb the ward, and always 
answering with a pleasant smile the inquiries 
of the nurse or the doctors as to how she was. 
Nellie observed that whenever she suffered 
more than usual, she used to clasp something 
very tight in her hand and press it to her 
breast, and one day she asked her what it was. 
The dying girl hesitated for a moment; but 
then, seeing that no one else was listening, 
said; 'It is a crucifix. And it helps me to 
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bear it all^ yoa know^^ she added^ earnestly. 
Nellie's curiosity was roused : she entered into 
conversation with her, and by degrees the 
whole truth and beauty of the Catholic faith 
dawned upon this erring soul ; and with that 
new light came an abhorrence of her own 
sinfnhiess, which brought her to the very 
verge of despair. 

The remaining days of her suffering com- 
panion's life were spent, as &r as her weak- 
ness would allow, in teaching and striving to 
reclaim and console the poor child who had 
wandered so far from the fold. But they 
were obliged to be cautious in their talk, as 
the nurse was a strong Protestant, and took 
a disHke to the dying girl as soon as she 
found out that she was a Catholic ; and still 
more when she refused the services of the 
Protestant minister, who was the weekly 
visitor at the hospital. Her earnest entreaty 
to be allowed to see a Catholic priest was 
liarshly refused by the Board of directors, 
one fat tallow-chandler in particular, who 

11-^2 



164 True Wayside Tales. 

was a constant attendant at the weekly meet- 
ings^ declaring that Parson Lane was ' good 
enough for the likes of her/ and that 'he 
wasn't going to allow a *' sneaking Papist '' to 
make his way into the wards as long as he sat 
at that Board/ One mild-looking country 
gentleman ventured to remark that it seemed 
hard on the poor girl to deprive her of the 
consolations of her own faith when she was 
dying ; but his month was closed by remarks 
on its being a ' precedent' — 'the thin end of the 
wedge/ and the like — coupled with hints as to 
the whole Protestant character of the institu- 
tion being jeopardised by such an innovation, 
and the timid gentleman's suggestion was 
dropped. So the poor Catholic girl died, as 
many hundreds do in our fine hospitals, with- 
out the Sacraments. But before her death she 
made Nellie promise that, as soon as she 
could leave the house, she would lose no 
time in calling on Father Penrose, the good 
old priest who lived in the town where they 
were; and whose address poor Nellie tear- 
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fully treasured up aa her one anchor of hope 
and consolation, "when the loving voice which 
liad dictated it to her was mute^ and she was 
left doubly alone in that crowded ward. By 
degrees her strength returned^ and the wished- 
f or day arrived when she could ask for and ob- 
tain her discharge. No sooner had she left the 
hospital^ than she hurried to seek the priest's 
house. He was at home, and received her 
with fatherly kindness ; so that she summoned 
courage at last to tell him the whole of her 
miserable history. Father Penrose placed her 
for a time with a respectable widow woman 
living near his chapel, where she was regularly 
instructed in the Catholic &.ith, and finally 
received into the. Church. Employment was 
found for her in a 'ready-made' warehouse 
near, and for almost a twelvemonth Nellie 
went on admirably, punctual in the perform- 
ance of her religious duties and apparently a 
thorough penitent. But then, little by little, 
she began .to relax in her watchfulness, to 
make imprudent acquaintances, despite the 
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warning words of her only tme friends^ and 
to indnlge once more in that wUcli habit had 
made almost a necessity to her^ i.e., the drink- 
ing a glass of wine or spirits before going 
to work. It was * for her health/ she said — 
she felt 'so sinking/ Presently the good 
priest missed her from her place at Mass^ 
then from the confessional. He went to her^ 
and reasoned with her; first gently, then 
sternly — ^it was all of no use. She had made 
great friends with a man younger than herself^ 
but of loose and dissolute habits. The widow 
with whom she lodged, knowing his character, 
refused permission for him to come to see 
Nellie at her house. In a fit of wilfulness she 
left the home where she had been so kindly- 
sheltered, and the woman who had been to 
her as a mother, and said she could get a 
room cheaper elsewhere. But this excuse 
could not blind the eyes of those who really 
cared for her, and Father Penrose had the 
sorrow of seeing her plunge deeper and 
deeper iiito habits of drinking and dissipation. 
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till * the last state of that soul was worse than 
the first/ Yes, worse — ^for before, she had 
sinned in comparative ignorance; but now 
she was sinning against sacramental grace. 
Unable, however, altogether to stifle the 
whisperings of conscience, and fearful of 
coming across the friends whom she had so 
cruelly disappointed, Nellie took a sudden 
resolution to follow her lover to London ; where 
he deserted her, and she sunk lower and lower, 
till it was almost impossible to recognise in 
the ragged, blood-shot-eyed woman, always 
banging round the gin-shop door, the &ir and 
gentle Nellie of the year before. But God, in 
His mercy, did not abandon the hapless child* 
He sent her another fit of sickness, so severe 
that her life was despaired of; and then the 
whole of her past wickedness rose up before 
her, and the unheeded lessons of the good old 
priest came back upon her with agonising 
force, and she could only bury her head in 
her hands, crying out — 'Too late — ^too late/ 
It was in this state that Ellen Blake found 
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her^ and at once devoted lier whole mind and 
energy to strive to save the wretched soul 
which was hovering on the brink of Eternity, 
-^t first her words seemed to fall on dead 
ground. Nellie would not hear of seeing a 
priest, or making her confession, or taking any 
steps to undo the past, or cleanse her soul 
from its frightful stains. But Ellen was 
used to cases like hers, and never lost either 
courage or patience; and at last her charity 
was rewarded by Nellie's consenting to speak 
to the Father who had the care of the Mission 
in the Westminster district, where she lodged. 
When I first saw her, she had been for nearly 
a month under his tender and skilful hand^ 
and the change in her, Ellen said, was mar- 
vellous. The most hopeful sign in her peni- 
tence was her excessive mistrust of herself. 
She attributed her last grievous fall and 
relapse into sin entirely to pride, and now her 
only anxiety, if she recovered, was to get into 
the ^Good Shepherd,' where she would be 
saved from herself. 
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'For, you see, I am so miserably weak/ 
she went on repeating, ' I cannot answer for 
myself for a single day if I get better; my 
passion for drink is stronger than all my good 
resolutions ; for, now that I have got such a 
habib of it, it is positive agony to me to go 
without. Do help me, dear madam,' she con- 
tinued, Ho get into one of those homes, when 
I am well enough to leave these lodgings.' 

I promised all she asked if she would but 
be still and quiet now ; although, in my heart, 
I doubted if she would ever rise from her sick- 
bed. One day she began speaking to me of 
her family, and of her early home, and I sud- 
denly asked her : 

' What has become of the sister Mabel you 
mentioned when you first told me your sad 
history V 

A sudden flush came over her poor pale 
face, and she turned her face away from me to 
the other side of the bed. 

'That is one of her great troubles now, 
ma'am,' whispered Ellen Blake to me, who 
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was preparing some soup for the invalid, wliicli 
she had warmed in a little saucepan on the 
fire. ' Perhaps she'll tell you all about it when 
I'm gone/ 

So saying, she poured out the broth into a 
cup, asking me to give it to Nellie, and then, 
with the delicacy of feeling which was habitual 
to her, quietly left the room. After the door 
closed there was complete silence for a few 
moments, only broken at last by a violent 
sobbing from poor Nellie. I tried to soothe 
her, and make her take her broth ; but at last 
her sorrow found vent in words : 

' You ask me about Mabel. My darling ! 
my beautiful Mabel!' she exclaimed. 'How 
can I tell you how she has been wronged ? 
But perhaps you may have it in your power 
to help and to save her, so I will let you know 
all, though I cannot bear to speak of it. I 
told you that we had an elder sister, did I not, 
who was well married and gone to Australia ? 
and, when the wreck of our hfe came, and our 
mother died, some of our friends very much 
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wished us to go out to her. But to begin with, 
we did not Uke being dependent on her and her 
husband^ and then we both had a horror of the 
sea. Mabel said she should die before she got 
to Melbourne j so, as she was very clever, and 
very accomplished, they decided to look out for 
a governess's situation for her, which was 
not hard to find, and she went to a first-rate 

place in ^shire, where she was to have 

the charge of one little girl, and get £80 a 
year. Oh, how well I recollect that evening 
before she left ! We had never been separated 
in our lives, and I loved her with a passionate 
and admiring love, such as a poor weak thing 
like me generally feels for something far 
above one in talent, and beauiy, and every- 
thing else. We had always shared the same 
room, and all that night whilst she slept I lay 
by her side watching her, and smothering my 
sobs that I might not disturb her. She did 
her best to comfort me, poor Mabel ! and we 
made all kinds of castles in the air — ^how she 
would soon save a fortune, and we would live 
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together and be so happy. Little did either of 
us then foresee what the future had in store for 
us ! Well, Mabel went, and for the first month 
or two her letters were just like herself — ^warm- 
hearted and natural — ^telling us all about her 
troubles and her pleasures, and her little diffi- 
culties with her pupil, etc.; but, on the 
whole, she seemed happy. Then I went to 
that horrid warehouse, and by degrees her 
letters got fewer and fewer, and I got more 
and more anxious. This was before I had 
gone wroiig myself, and I used to drench my 
pillow with tears every night thinking of her, 
and fancying she had ceased to care about me. 

At last I wrote to our old friends at , 

and asked them if they had heard of her^ or 
from her; but they knew as little as I did. 
So months passed away; and one day — I shall 
never forget it — a large letter was brought to 
me directed in a strange handwriting. I 
opened it with a kind of presentiment that it 
contained bad news .... half an hour after 
one of my companions found me senseless on 
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the floor with the letter crushed in my hand. 
After that I became reckless^ and did not care 
-what became of me — and you know the rest/ 

' But what was there in the letter V I asked. 

' Oh ! I forgot I had not told you/ replied 
poor Nellie. ' But I cannot talk of it — ^here it 
is — ^you may read it for yourself.' ; 

I took the soiled and faded lines^ which she 
gave me from under her pillow, and read as 
follows : 

* Mr. D returns Miss Lawrence's letters, 

as her unworthy sister left his house last week 
in company with his eldest son, and has not 
been heard of since.' 

' And have you no clue to her whereabouts?' 
was my next question to poor Nellie. 

^Yes/ she replied, ^one of my objects in 
coming to London was to find her out ; for, 
bad as I was, I could not bear to think of her 
being like myself ; and, during the few months 
of my penitence, my whole life was spent in 
praying for her. I thought, when I arrived in 
town, I should have no difficulty in tracing her. 
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little gaessing the size of the place and how 
impossible it would be to discover her except 
by chance. That chance, however, strange to 
say, came about. I was walking one day in 
the Park with the man who had persuaded me 

to leave ^ when an accident happened to 

one of the ladies who was riding in Botten 
Row. Everyone crowded to see what was 
the matter, and I somehow got in the first 
rank before the policeman came to move us 
away. The young lady who had been thrown 
was lying almost unconscious on the lap of 
another — and that other was my Mabel 1 A 
thousand different thoughts rushed through 
my head in one moment ; but my first instinct 
was to remain hidden. When I saw that the 
lady was recovering I stepped back, and 
mingling with the crowd, asked the groom 
who was holding what I found was Mabel's 
horse, '^ Who the lady was V^ and '' Where 
she lived V He told me at once ; and here it 
is,' continued Nellie, giving me a- dirty bit of 
paper with the address. ^ Many a time after- 
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wards I have gone to the comer of the street 
to see her go out, and watch her mount her 
horse, and, God forgive me ! I have sometimes 
in my misery envied her position and her 
beautiful clothes. But I never dared speak to 
her^ and now all things appear so difEerently 
to me, and it breaks my heart to think of her 
going to perdition like that ! For the love of 
God, go to her and try and save her !' 

' But on what possible ground can I go ?' I 
replied. ' How can I intrude myself into her 
house uninvited and unknown V 

* Tell her you come from me, and that I 
am dying,' feebly answered Nellie, whom this 
agitation had completely prostrated ; and fear- 
ful of prolonging a conversation which, in her 
weak state, might have serious consequences, 
I promised to see what I could do, and left 
her in Ellen's care. 

All that day and night I kept thinking of 
poor Nellie's words : ' For the love of G od, 
go to her and try and save her*' But how ? 
After turning over every possible and im- 
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possible plan in my head, I finally resolved to 
do the simplest tWng^wliicli was to go and 
call upon her, and see -what effect the mention 
of her sister would have upon her. I was not 
very hopeful of success ; nor (I am ashamed 
to own) did I at all like the errand; but I 
could not break my word to Nellie, and a 
something which I cannot describe urged me 
on. The house was easily found. It was in a 
retired part of Bromptonj I knocked; asked 
for ' Miss Lawrence/ and was shown into a 
room exquisitely furnished— everything being 
sky-blue— blue silk covered the sofa and chairs, 
all the ornaments were of priceless blue Sevres. 
Hot-house flowers, jardinieres, and every in- 
vention of modern luxury were crowded into 
this little boudoir. I had plenty of time to 
examine aU this, as Miss Lawrence was 
'dressing,' although it was past twelve 
o'clock. In one comer of the room was a 
piano, and on the desk, to my surprise, I saw 
the ' Hymns Ancient and Modem ;' and the 
book was open at St. Bernard's beautiful 
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hymn, 'Jesus, the very thought of Thee,^ 
etc. Here was a glimmer of hope, and I 
thanked God in my heart for the opening it 
gave me. After a few minutes more Miss 
Lawrence came in. She was dressed with 
perfect taste, and was very beautiful, although 
her colour was heightened by paint, and her 
hair was dyed the fashionable gold colour. 
She asked me my errand with a certain em- 
barrassment mingled with pride, and I felt 
that my best chance of making an impression 
was to tell her at once, and without prepara- 
tion, of her sister^s alarming state. The 
effect was what I anticipated ; she burst into 
tears, and implored me to tell her where she. 
was. This Nellie had specially begged me not 
to do, so that I was obliged to put her off 
with some kind of excuse. After a time she 
got calmer; and then something being said 
about Nellie^s sweet voice in old times, I 
pointed to the piano, and asked her if she 
sang that hymn? She coloured, but said 
*Tes,' and that she was very fond of it. 

12 
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Then I asked her 'If she ever went to 
clrnrch V At wliich her whole nature changed 
in an instant. 

^To chnrchP she exclaimed^ 'living the 
life I do ? Do yon think I wonld mock God 
like that ?' 

These words gave me fresh hope-*at least 
she had a sense of sin^ and felt that she was 
outraging the God of purity. But I said no 
more that day, only promising to return very 
soon and leb her know the state her sister was 
in. She thanked me warmly, and I felt that 
the first step was gained. 

The following day, and the next, I called 
again with bulletins of Nellie, who was slowly 
recovering; but, though her sister was evi- 
dently pleased to see me, I could not feel that 
much progress was being made in the one 
thing which was the object of our hopes and 
prayers. Various circumstances prevented my 
returning to Brompton that week, and I was 
startled and surprised on Sunday evening by 
a note being brought me marked 'immediate' 
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from Miss Lawrence^ imploring me to go and 
see her the following morning as early as I * 
could. I went and found her in a strange 
state of agitation. In answer to my inquiides^ 
she told me tlmt a great friend of hers had 
died suddenly the day before in the midst of 
a thunderstorm. That it had frightened her 
very much; for, though a Scripture reader 
had come and assured her she would be saved^ 
it had not satisfied her. 

' For she has been living the same life as 1/ 
she exclaimed^ ^ and had no time to repent ; 
and if slie's all right, why the Bible must be 
a lie.' 

With this opening I had no difficulty in 
telling her all that was in my heart, and I 
found her a willing, and even an eager, 
listener. I represented to her in strong 
colours the fearful future which was before 
her, and how when she was no longer pretty, 
or young, or attractive, she would be cast 
aside as an old glove. I told her the whole 
story of her sister's sin and hearty penitence, 

12—2 
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and of her earnest prayers for her, and wound 
up by imploring her to see a priest, promising 
to bring a very old friend of mine the next 
day who would not frighten her, but be as 
gentle with her as a brother. At nrst she 
would not hear of it ; became almost violent, 
and declared that, if anyone of that sort came 
into the house, she would go out of it j but, 
after a time, she got reconciled to the idea; 
allowed that she had been several times to 
listen to the music at the Oratory, and had 
longed once to open her heart to one of the 
Fathers whom she had seen there, but did not 
dare* Her terror was lest he should force her 
into a penitentiary ; but of that I told her there 
was no fear whatever. 

The next morning I brought my old friend. 
I saw she Hook to him,' as the saying is, at 
once; and so,after a little general conversation, 
I slipped away into her bedroom, leaving him 
to try and work on that poor soul alone, while 
I prayed for her with all my heart. And such 
a room as that was I Full of every imaginable 
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cosmetic, and adorned with everything most 
tempting to the senses — most foreign to the 
religion of the Crncified One. 

After abont half an honr I returned: her 
very exj^ession seemed changed. She said : 

' Father has been trying to persuade 

me to leave this house and stay with some 
friends of his, and do you know I ao^ more 
than half -inclined to go/ 

I took her hand and said, ^\ hoped and 
trusted she would ; and then wished her good- 
bye, more hopeful about her than I had ever 
been. 

Still the devil did not let go his prey with- 
out a terrible struggle. The next day she 
received, whilst I was there, the most beautiful 
presents in jewellery, together with a case of 
champagne. After a great deal of discussion, 
I persuaded her to send them all back. It 
cost her a great deal, but she did it. Then she 
received the most moving letters fi*om her 
tempter, imploring her not to leave him^— not 
to give him up, and promising anything she 
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wished if she would only remain where she 
was. All this was very hard to flesh and 
blood. But she was a girl of resolute will, 
and when once she made up her mind to do 
anything, she resolved to keep to ik. This 
Nellie had told me before, and added that her 
greatest hopes rested on this firmness of 
characj^er in her sister. 

At last the day arrived when she was to 
leave her luxurious home. We had had great 
difficulty in finding any religious house not 
strictly for penitents which would receive her, 
as they all declined when they heard her 
history. At last the Superior of a convent in 
the neighbourhood of London consented to 
give her a room which she generally kept for a 
retreatant, and to receive her into their house, 
on condition that she never revealed her sad 
secret to any one of its inmates. Having 
arranged this, I went to fetch her one evening 
about five o'clock, according to agreement. At 
the door I found her saddle-horses waiting. 
Feeling that the moment was a decisive one. 
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and probably the only hope of this poor girl's 
salvation^ I went to the groom, and, telling 
him his mistress would not want to ride that 
afternoon, dismissed him and went into the 
house. II She cried violently when she saw me ; 
but at lafet consented to let me pack up for her 
the few simple things she wanted, leaving the 
rest to be sent later, and finally to accompany 
me to the carriage which was waiting at the 
comer of the street. It was impossible not to 
feel for the poor child, who at that moment 
was forsaking a life of unmixed indulgence, 
where everything pandered to her tastes and 
pleasures, for one of hardship, and*poverty, 
and penitence, alone with God, whom as yet 
she could scarcely be said to know ! But His 
grace had touched her heart ; and, after a very 
short hesitation, she walked steadily from the 
door. We arrived at the convent towards the 
evening. She was perfectly silent from ex- 
haustion and fright; but we were shown into 
the parlour by a kind-looking portress, who 
brought her at once a cup of tea, and told 
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her the Mother would be witt lier in a few 
moments. The cheerful look of the house, 
and the gentle nice face of the lay sister, 
reassured poor Mabel, who sat holding her 
hand in mine^ scarcely realising as yet the full 
bearing of the step she had so generously 
taken. Very soon the Superior came in, and 
she won MabePs heart at once, as I had 
foreseen. Then turning to me, she said : 

* You may leave her, dear madam, quite 
comfortably with us ; and I hope you will come 
and see her to-morrow, and that you will find 
her well and calmer.' 

Giving her a warm Mss, which the poor 
child convulsively returned^ I rose and left 
her. The next day the Superior told me she 
had had a violent fit of crying after I left ; but 
that then she had begged to go to the chapel, 
and remained there till night prayers, when 
she of her own accord knelt at the Mother's 
feet and asked for her blessing. I found 
her calmer than I expected, but very much 
depressed, and we at once entered into con- 
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versatiou aboab the f atare. She said her first 
anxiety was to be instructed in the Catholic 
faith^ and to see again the kind priest whom I 
had brought to her house. In concert with 
the Mother Superior a regular course of in- 
struction was arranged for her so as to occupy 
her mind; and she likewise asked for^ and 
obtained^ permission to look after and teach 
a little orphan child who was in the house, to 
fill up the hours which otherwise would have 
hung heavily on her hands — for my greatest 
fear for her was the reaction consequent on 
the excitement of the last few weeks, and 
especially from the absence of the stimulants 
to which she had been so long accustomed. 
However, she soon became so engrossed in 
the great work of preparing worthily to 
receive the Sacraments of Penance, Baptism, 
and Confirmation, that the past seemed for a 
time forgotten, or only remembered with an 
agony of compunction and remorse. Especially 
was this the case when preparing for her first 
general confession, and when the whole magni- 
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tude of her sin, and of the frightful danger 
from which God had rescued her, was by 
degrees revealed to her. Fortunately she had 
fallen into the hands of one who knew how 
to bind up the broken-hearted and penitent 
soul, or her despair would have induced her 
to do something wild and desperate. Finally, 
on the Feast of the Assumption, I had the 
joy of seeing her receive her first Communion 
and the Sacrament of Confirmation from the 
hands of our venerable archbishop. Poor 
Nellie had abeady entered with a thankful 
heart into a house of the Good Shepherd; 
but she wrote to Mabel a letter in which a 
touching joy and gratitude to God were 
mingled. Mabel herself had but one idea; 
that of reparation to the Sacred Heart which 
she had so grievously wounded. She had 
taken the name of Magdalen at her baptism, 
and obtained without much difficulty an en- 
gagement as English teacher in a foreign 
convent. Inhere she remained for a twelve- 
month; after which she expressed a strong 
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desire to return to England and become a 
nun. In tlie meantime her sister, who was 
in Australia, wrote to entreat her to come to 
Melbourne, and her director, thinking her 
religious vocation not sufficiently decided, 
strongly advised her to accept her sister's 
invitation. By the help of some kind friends 
a passage was secured for her on board a 
first-class vessel, and she was placed under 
the escort of a respectable married couple who 
were about to join their children in the colony. 
And, one fine summer's morning, the vessel 
glided out of the docks, and Mabel started 
to begin a new and a better life in a fresh 
country.* 

** It may be interesting to my readers to know that 
Mabel is now well and happily married in the Colony. 
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when, to my intense relief, I saw some of the 
shatters in your house open and rang, though 
with but a faint hope of finding you in town, 
now that the season is over and everyone has 
fled to the north or the south.' 

' But what do you want me for?' I replied. 
' It is the greatest chance that I happened to 
be here; and I have only come up for the 
Sunday.' 

'I am in the greatest perplexity and dis- 
tress,' he replied. 'A cousin of mine on 
Friday night, having just come from Grood- 
wood with a lot of money, drove down to 
Eichmond with a party — not of the best sort, 
I am afraid ! WAl, coming home in his dog- 
cart, something startled the horse, and he 
shied over some stones and upset the trap, 
and my poor cousiu was thrown out on his 
head and lost consciousness. They picked 
him up and carried him to a house near, and 
his friends had the wits to send for me. But 
when I came and fetched a doctor, he thought 
so ill of him that I telegraphed for his mother. 
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who was in the West of England. As ill-luck 
wonld have it^ she has rheumatic fever^ and 
can't stir; but his sister came up instantly 
by the night-train^ and has never left him 
since/ 

And here my young friend paused, and 
seemed evidently embarrassed how to go on 
with his story. At last he said : 

^It's no use mincing matters or concealing 
the truth, otherwise you will not understand 
why I want you so urgently. The house 
where this poor fellow has been taken is a 
bad house— in fact, it can't be worse. His 
sister, Agnes, is young and very pretty ; and 
I don't feel as if she were . safe there for an 
hour if her poor brother were to die — ^and die, 
I fear, he will! Can you come to her, or 
get some Sister, or some one to help and 
nurse and watch, and be a protection to her ? 
For God's sake do, if you can ! I must go 
back to them. I have left her too long 
already,' he added, rising and hurriedly near- 
ing the door. ' Will you, can you, help us V 
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My answer, of course^ was in the affirmative ; 
and bnly stopping Um for a moment more to 
write down the address^ I called a hansom 
and went as fast as possible to secnre the 
assistance of a conple of Sisters^ who pro- 
mised to join me at the honse in an hour; 
after which I hurried to the direction given 
me in a back street in a very bad neighbour- 
hood in the outskirts of London. I [had no 
difficulty in finding the house^ and on pushing 
open the door, a sight met my eyes which I 
shall never forget. The poor young fellow 
had been carried to a bedroom on the ground- 
floor, which opened with folding-doors into a 
sort of dining-room, fitted up with vile prints 
and tawdry furniture. On the bed he lay — 
a handsome young fellow, with auburn hair 
and moustache ; his sister, in a sort of dress- 
ing-gown, which she had hastily thrown on 
when she arrived, with her beautiful long 
hair streaming down her back, was bath- 
ing his forehead with eau de Cologne, mur- 
muring loving words to him the while, and 
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totally unconscious of my presence. At his feet 
a girl, who looked about sixteen or seventeen, 
was chafing his already cold limbs and sobbing, 
audibly. Her instinct, poor child, had told 
her what the sister's blind affection had failed 
to discover, but which I saw on the first 
glance — that he was dead. After waiting for 
a few moments, I gently went up to him and 
closed the open eyes. The action revealed 
the truth to poor Agnes, who, with a scream 
of agony, threw herself upon his breast and 
lavished upon him expressions of all the pent- 
up love and devotion of her whole life. 

'It cannot be!' she exclaimed. 'He can- 
not be gone, my darling — my only brother !' 

I will pass over the next terrible hour. At 
last the Sisters arrived, and with the greatest 
diflSculty I persuaded Agnes to unclasp her 
arms from around his neck, and come with mo 
into the next room ; while the good Ssters 
busied themselves with all the sad but neces- 
sary details of laying out the body, and putting 
the room into somclhing like order. I tried 

13 
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to mako poor Agnes a cup of tea, for I fonnd 
' fjho had taken nothing since lier arrival on 
Saturday morning, but at first not a thing was 
to be obtained in that horrible place but brandy. 
Then by degrees I heard his history. How 
his father had died when he was quite a lad, 
and he had been the only son, and the idol of 
his mother and sister. How he had come iuto 
a good property when he came of age, and Lad 
previously gone into the army. 

* But then we almost lost sight of him,^ poor 
Agnes said, through her tears. ' He used to 
come and see us now and then, and was very 
dear and affectionate ; but somehow I felt as if 
we never got beyond thd outside of him, and 
knew no more of his real life than if he were a 
stranger. And then he got a yacht, and wont 
sailing about, and sometimes people told us 
disagreeable things about him, which used to 
make mamma Yory unhappy. But then my 
uncle used to laugh at her, and say: "Why, 
Mary, you wouldn^t have the boy a milksop, 
would you ? He must sow his wild oaUJ^ 
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And so ifc went on, and lie seemed further 
and further separated from us, and w© had 
not even heard of his having come back to 
England till we got that dreadful telegram. 
And now it seems he was married, and wo 
never knew it, and that he had become a 
Roman Catholic besides ! He only knew mo 
once,' shfe added, sobbing, ' last night, when 
I was bathing his head, and then all of a 
sudden he looked up and said : " Darling, 
this feels like home/' After a few moro 
minutes he asked me to send for a priest, but 
I didu't know what he meant, and there was 
no one to send. And then he lost consciousness 
again, and the only words he said after were : 

' " Be good to poor Lily, and take care of 
her for my sake." ' 

All this time poor Lily, the girl I have 
described as chafing his feet, had sat crouched 
in a corner in a dumb sorrow and despair 
which were infinitely touching to see. I went 
up to her, and taking her cold hand, asked 
her tenderly how she came to be with him and 

13—2 
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to know him ? She looked up to me with a 
frightened, hnnted expression of anguish. 

' Am I not his wife ?' she asked imploriugly. 
'He always said T was; but sometimes lately 
I have doubted, in spite of this ring,' bLo 
added, looking down on the third finger of hor 
left hand. 'I am the daughter of a ship-builder 

at C , where his regiment was quartered. 

I had a very happy home, and wes very well 
brought up till I was about twelve years old, 
when ray poor mother died ; and tlien, unhap- 
pily for us, my father married again, a horrid 
woman, who was most cruel to us all. My 
eldest sister married and got out of her way ; 
but 1 was but fourteen or fifteen, and one day, 
in a rage, she turned me out of doors, and 
dared me to come back. And I went into (ho 
Park, and was crying my heart out on a beech, 
when he came up to me, and asked me what 
was the matter ? And I thought his face so 
good and kind, that I told him everything ; 
and he was very sympathising, and at last ho 
said : *' Come home with me, my poor child. 
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and I will tako care of you/' And I did, and 
after a time lie gave me this ring, and said I 
was his little wife ; but we never went to any 
church for it. He said it wasm't worth while. 
Then when he sold out of the army and got 
the yacht, I went with him, and we went to 
different places abroad. And he always intro- 
duced me as his wife. And he was always so 
loving and good to me !' with which words 
the poor child burst into uncontrollable sobs. 

* And what made you say he was a Catholic V 
I asked, when her agony had a little subsided. 

* Because he always went to Masr-,' she 
replied, ' when we were abroad, and he always 
wore a crucifix and a medal round his neck— 
it's there now/ she added, pointing to the next 
room. ' And oh ! if I had known where to 
find a priest in the night, I'd have flown to 
fetch him ; but when I asked the people of the 
bouse — they^re horrid, I think, and I'm 
dreadfully afraid of them — they only jeered 
at me, and said that no priest would come to 
this house. What did they mean V 
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How could I answer these two poor children, 
so innocent of evil in their different ways ? 
If I had had any doubts of poor Lily herself, 
they would have been removed by her next 
words. 

' Would you take charge of his money ?' 
she asked. ' He had won a lot at Goodwood, 
and it^ is in his coat here, all loose / and so 
saying, she poured into' my lap £370 in gold 
abd notes ! Clearly, this was no greedy adven- 
turess calculating on having her money's 
worth, but a simple child, deceived by his 
very kind-heartedness and thoughtlessness into 
a union, unblessed and illegal it is true, but 
not impure in the sight of God. While I was 
thinking over her sad position, and much 
troubled as to what to do for the best, my 
young friend of the morning beckoned me out, 
saying : ^ Have you persuaded Agnes to go ? 
She must not stay here !^ I turned back to 
the sorrowing sister, and' implored her to come 
home with me and rest at mv house. 

^ What ! leave him here, to those horrid 
people ? Never .'* she exclaimed. 
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And no entreaties of mine availed to move lier 
in the least. In despair I went back to her cousin. 

'There is only one way,' I scvid at last. * You 
must go to some undertaker's and get a shell, 
and move the body to the chapel in my house. 
If he is taken there, she will not hesitate to 
come also.' 

'You are too kind/ he replied, and hurried 
off to execute my commission. But in a short 
time he returned, saying ' that he could not 
get anyone to undertake the job ; that it was 
Sunday, and they all said they couldn't get the 
thing done till the next day.' 

' Stay with Agnes,' I replied, ' and I will 
go myself.' 

He did so; and I found my way to the nearest 
undertaker's, and knocked at his house. What 
was my astonishment when the door opened, and 
I saw before me a man whom I tad known from 
a child, and who came from my old home !'" 

'Is it for anyone you are interested in?' 
he exclaimed. ' Oh ! I'd work all day and all 
night too, for you. The last time we met') 
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ma'am — don't you remember ? — ^was at my poor 
father's death-bed.' 

Blessing Grod for this most opportune and 
unexpected coincidence^ I soon arranged 
everything with him^ and came back almost 
joyfully to Agnes to announce my success 
and implore her again to come home with, 
me, assuring her that the Sisters would watcli 
by her brother till the undertaker came to 
move him to my house. It was likewise settled 
that poor Lily should go to a friend of mine 
at Hammersmith, to whom I went^ telling her 
a portion of her sad story^ and asking her to 
receive her for a few days till we could see 
what could be done. Lily was very docile and 
gentle in her grief, and quite willing to go^ pro- 
vided she could attend the funeral^ which I 
promised she should do. 

And then the poor broken-hearted Sister 
yielded, and came home with me. And I 
persuaded her with difficulty to swallow somo 
spoonsful of soup and to go to bed, where she 
soon slept the sleep of utter exhaustion and 
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sorrow. Towards night the body arrived with 
my faithful friend, the undertaker ; and was 
duly and reverently laid in the chapel, with 
flowers and lights. And the next morning 
Mass was said for the poor soiil thus hurried 
into the presence of his Lord, without having 
been permitted the supreme consolation of a 
priest to hear his last confession and absolve 
him from the sins and follies of his youth. 
Fervently did we pray that his wish to see 
one may have been accepted, so that he might 
Iiave had the consciousness to make at least a 
good act of contrition. But how great the 
risk ! how agonising the doubt for those who 
loved him ! 

Here was a life wasted and gone. Youth, 
fortune, talents, all thrown away, simply from 
the fact that he was doing what other men 
considered justifiable and even praiseworthy — 
i,e,f sowing his wild oats. 

And the end was suddea, and the end was 
death, God grant it may not have been an 
eternal one ! 




TKUB STOUT OF A CONVERSION. 

WAS just settled down one morning to 
my nsual writing-table, with a heap of 
unanswered letters on one side and of 
nacorrected proofs on the other, and 
was hoping to havo a quiet and nndis- 
tnrbed hour or two for both duties, when the 
door opened, and my old servant's head 
appeared, tliough with Eomo hesitation, as he 
knew I was very busy. 

' If yon 'please, my lady/ he began, and 
then stopped, looking compassionately at the 
heap o£ work before mo. 

'Well, James,' I said resignedly, 'who is 
wanting to see me this terribly wet day ? I 
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tliought I should have been free from yisibors 
in such a downpour as this !' 

^ It is a young woman, my lady. Very 
well-mannered and respectable ; a servant, I 
think, who seems very anxious to speak to you, 
and says you knew her in your old home/ 

' Show her up/ was my reply. 

And in a few seconds the door opened to 

admit a pleasant-looking girl of twenty-six or 

. twenty-seven, whom, however, I failed to 

rcjcognisa 

' Don't you know me, my lady V she asked, 
when I had begged her to be seated. ' I am 
Mary D , the baker's daughter at W .' 

' What am I to do,* I replied, laughing, 
' when all you children grow so quickly into 
men and women, and make me feel even more 
of a grandmother than I am already ? Yes ; 
I see now it is you by your eyes. But what 
can I do for you ? I hope you are not in any 
trouble V 

^ No, my lady/ replied Mary, colouring ; ^ at 
least, not*exactly. And yet I am in great 
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trouble/ sho added, after a moment^s paase ; 
' and yon are the only person in the world that 
can help me, I think, if I may tell you aboat 
it/ 

* Tell me everything/ I replied, and making 
her sit down, I prepared to listen. 

'Well, my lady,' continued Mary, 'you 
know that you advertised for me some two 
years ago, and got me a very nice place as 

lady's-maid to Mrs. L . She was a good 

kind lady, and I was very comfortable there, 
and worked for her and the young ladies, and 
never had a cross word from her till ' 

'Till what?' I asked, seeing Mary hesi- 
tated. 

' Till something happened which I am going 
to tell you about,' she replied. 'About a 
month ago my mistress had gone out of town 
for the Sunday, and was not to return till late 
at night. It had been very hot all day, and as 
I had not my lady to dress I thought I would 
take a walk in the cool of the evening. In 
passing by Brompton I heard som« beautiful 
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siDgiDg in a large church near the roatl, and 
saw a lot of people going in. Curiosity 
prompted nie to follow them, and I found 
myself in a large long building, crowded to 
excess, the men being on one side and the 
women on the other. There was a great 
quantity of lights and flowers at the further 
end ; and I stood there, wondering what on 
earth was going to happen. At last a kind of 
procession of clergymen came out at a side- 
door, one of whom was beautifully dressed, 
and they knelfc in a wide space, which was 
railed off before the Communion-table, which, 
as I said before, was all covered with lights. 

' *^ What are they going to do ?'^ I whispered 
to a woman near me. 

^ '^ Hush V^ she replied ; " don't you see ? 
There's going to be Benediction.'' 

' What she meant by that I couldn't imagine. 
"But all of a sudden, as I was watching, I saw 
one of the clergymen put something round his 
neck, and then go up to a kind of large square 
box which ♦as on the table, and open the door 
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with a key. Then he seemed to take some- 
thing ont, and he knelt, and then pot it in a 
beautiful gold thing looking like a watch- 
case ; and then he went and carried it some- 
where behind the table; and, I suppose, up 
Eome steps, for suddenly I saw it, high above 
all the rest, on a sorb of throne ; and45ome one 
gave a pull to my gowu, and I looked round 
for a moment and saw that it was to make mo 
kneel, as everyone else was on their kneos. 
And so I did. But when I looked again up at 
the throne — oh ! I vshall never forget it— no, 
never !* * 

'What did you see, Mary V I exclaimed. 

' I saw Jesus Christ in His glory,^ replied 
Mary, reverently; *I could not distinguish the 
watch-case any longer, but there was a won- 
derful light, and in the middle was Our Lord, 
just, as Ho is represented in tho pictures, witli 
pierced hands and feet. As He seemed to be 
beckoning me to come to Him, and it filled 
me with such joy and yet such fear too, I dcn'O < 
know what I felt. And I don't know how 
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long He was there. But I know I remained 
kneeling on ever so long after the people 
round me went, and at last a clergyman came 
-up to riie, and I asked him where I was ? 

' And he said, '^ In the Oratory, my child/' 
And seeing I didn't understand him, he added, 
'^ In a 'Catholic Church. Were you never in 
one before V 

^ I only said, '^ No, never, sir/' But I was 
afraid to say more, and went away. 

' But all that evening and all that night I 
tliought of nothing else. I felt just as Samuel 
must have felt when God called him. And of 
one thing I was very sure — that I must become 
a Catholic, and go again to that church. After 
a day of two my mistress remarked that some- 
thing was the matter with me, and asked me 
if I was ill? I said ^^No," and tried to go 
about as usual ; but I could not rest. AVhen- 
ever I knelt down to say my prayers, especially, 
I used to see that vision of Our Lord more 
plainly, and He seemed to be reproaching me 
for delay. At last I took courage, and sj)oke 
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to Mrs. L . Sbo at firsi; lauglioJ at me, 

treating thewliolo thing as a delusion. Then, 
when she sacv I was really in earnest, she 
became rery grave, and said she would speak 
to her clergyman abont it, and added, ^' that 
I was to be sure to say nothing to the youn^ 
ladies or in the house abont my feelings." 
In a day or two I was sent for to go into the 

drawing-room, and there I found Mrs. L 

and the clergyman. Mrs. L got up and 

said: 

'"Mary, this is a very good friend of 
mine, and I want you to have some talk with 
him about what you told me the other day.'* 
'I curtsied and said nothing, and Mrs. 

L went away. The clergyman made mo 

sit down, and talked to mo for a long time 
about the sin of joining the Church of Rome, 
and leaving the Church of my baptism ; and I 
listened to all ho had to sav, but felt more 
strongly than ever that somehow he was 
wrong. At last he got impatient at my 
silence, and said : 
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Why don^t you answer me V^ 
' I replied, '' Sir, Pm but an ignorant girl, 
and can't argue with a gentleman like you. 
Bat I believe with my whole heart that the 
Catholic Church is the only true one, for it's 
the only one where I have seen Our Lord." 

♦"Who has been putting these thoughts 
into your head?'' he answered angrily. 
"You have been tampered with by some 
Bomanist or other." 

'I replied, ''No, sir; I don't know a single 
Catholic, and have never, that I know of, read 
a Catholic book." 

' The gentleman looked very uncomfortable 
when I said this, and got up, saying : 

' " I will speak to your mistress. You may 

go/' 
' What he said to her I don't know ; but in 

the evening she called me into her room, and 

said: 

' '' She was very sorry for my obstinacy," 

but that I must clearly understand that if I 

persisted in becoming a Romanist I must leave 

14 
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her service. " I am very mucli vexed, Mary/' 
she continued, " for you suit me very well ; 
but I can't have a Papist about my children. 
I only hope you will think better of it.'' 

^ I felt ready to break my heart, for I knew 
I must go. I couldn't disobey Our Lord. So I 
went to my own room, and had a good cry, 
and then prayed with all my heart that I 
might only do what was right. But I thought, 
if I am sent away, where could I go to ? My 
father would be more angry with me than Mrs. 

L , and I had no money and no home. 

Then air of a sudden I remembered your lady-r 
ship had become a Catholic; and though I 
was but a little child at the time, I recollected 
all the fuss there had been about it in our 
village. And so I asked leave this morning 
to go out and come to you, to ask whether you 
could advise and help me, and tell me what to 
do to become a Catholic ? for you are the only 
one I know in the world.' 

I need not say with what a joyful, thankful 
heart I heard this poor child's simple story. 
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I settled at once that she was to come to me 

when she left Mrs. L , and then placed her 

with a great friend of mine, who devotes her 
whole life to preparing souls for the great 
grace of entering into the true fold. Soon 
after she was received into the Church. I got 
her a nice place in an old Catholic family, as 
she said truly that she could not go home; and 
then I lost sight of her for a year or two, till 
she was recalled to my memory by the follow- 
ing letter, which I will transcribe literally. 

- ' Dear and honoured Lady, 

'I Jiope you will forgive my taking 
the liberty of writing to you, as you begged 
me to let you know if any change came to me. 
Last year poor father was taken very ill, and 
ho got worse and worse, and my brother said 
he was always looking round as if he wanted 
somebody. And at last Henry (that's my 
brother) said to him, '^ Father, do you want 
Mary J" ^' Yes, I do,*' he answered. Now, 
you kno?\r, my lady, ever since I came into the 

14—2 
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Church he has never seen me or written to me, 
or let my name be mentioned in the house, 
which vexed Henry very much, for he and I 
were very fond of one another. Henry didn^fc 
lose a moment, but ran ofE to the office, and 
telegraphed for me to come down. And my 
mistress gave me leave directly, and said, 
*' Who knows, Mary, yon may perhaps get 
the grace for your father too V^ Well, I got 
home that evening, and as soon as ever I came 
into the room, father opened his eyes, and 
called feebly, " Mary/^ I flew up to the bed 
and threw my arms round his neck and kissed 
him, but couldn't help crying to see how he 
was changed. After a minute or two he said, 
^^ Mary, my lass, I've been hard upon you. 
Can you forgive me V^ I could only answer 
by my sobs; but from that time he never 
could bear me out of his sight. And one day 
he began to talk to me about religion, and asked 
me what made me change. And I told him, and 
we talked for a long time. And at last ho 
said, ^^Do you think the priest would come 
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and see me ?" I could scarcely speak for joy. 

But I sent off for Father C , and he cam© 

by the train even sooner than I dared hope. 
And, to make a long story short, my lady, 
father was received, and had all tho last 
Sacraments before he died, which he did, so 
happily, two days later. So your words have 
come true, my lady, and I have been rewarded 
even in this life for the step 1 took in such 
anxiety and fear/ 

I need add little more to this touching 
story, Mary went back to her mistress, and a 
short time after married an excellent young 
Catholic carpenter, who had been attached to 
her for a long time. I have written this 
account of her conversion for two reasons : 
first, to show tho marvellous action of God^s 
grace in the Blessed Sacrament ; and next, to 
encourage the many halting, fearful souls who, 
at this moment, are longing to follow Mary's 
example, yet hesitate for fear of losing their 
places, or being turned out of their homeg to 
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face life alone. To all sucli I would say, trust 
in God, Who never will permit a generons 
sacrifice to remain unrewarded. Go forward 
simply and fearlessly, following the inspirations 
of His Holy Spirit'. And i£ even the path be 
fall of sorrows, and the future uncertain and 
dark, yot that peace which posseth all under- 
Bt&nding will fill your hearts, and in God's 
own time and way even earthly consolations 
will be granted to you. 




THE TWO HOSTS. 




[T was midnight, and a miserably wet 
winter's night. Snow had fallen 
heavily the day before, then partially 
melted, leaving those heaps of brown 
slash so detestable to pedestrians in 
London* And now it was coming on again — 
a mixture of sleet and rain and snow, which a 
piercing easterly wind drove in the faces of 
the unhappy wanderers from their firesides. 

Yet one was braving it as best he might, 
keeping steadily on his way, taking no notice 
either of the drunken revellers whom, from 
time to time, he met at the corner of a gin- 
palace^ or of the muttered ' God bless him^ of 
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some belated Irishman who, respectfully teach- 
ing his hat, would make way for him on the pave- 
ment and look after him as he passed with akind 
of regretful eagerness, as if his presence had 
recalled memories of the cabin on the hill-side, 
and of past and maybe more innocent years. 
For that poor ragged Celt, with his slouched 
hat and frieze clothes^ knew who he was, and 
still more Whom he was bearing. Dressed in 
those shabby, ill-fitting, black clothes, which 
an absurd legislation has decreed shall pre- 
tend to disguise the fact that the Beligious 
Orders have once more returned to bless our 
land, the holy Capuchin Father was hurrying 
on, regardless of wet and cold, and reverently 
bearing the Lord of lords to cheer and sustain, 
maybe to save at the eleventh hour, a soul 
about to appear in presence of its Maker. 

It was not for one of his own flock, but for 
a dying man belonging to a neighbouring 
parish, the priest of which was unavoidably 
absent on an urgent sick call. And it is miles 
away from his monastery— at Rotherhithe, by 
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the liver-side ; and the few street-lamps have 
well-nigh disappeared, and the little lantern 
which he bears is almost extinguished by the 
driving pitiless storm. But still he hurries on, 
past miles of dingy back streets, where the 
houses look as if they had all been built by the 
yard on one grimy, uniform pattern. Even 
the vile public-houses which line the way are 
mostly emptied of their usual occupants. But 
at last he finds Jiimself at the door of a 
miserable house in a wretched quarter, where 
each family is huddled into a single room, 
without any pretence at decency or modesty 
in their arrangements. And who can blame 
them ? or how can such tenements be im- 
proved ? The thing is simply impossible as 
long as human beings are thus crowded and 
packed into one small space, with no division 
for sex or age, [with no provision for either 
cleanliness or drainage, and with no visit from 
the sanitary inspector, until some fearful out- 
break of cholera or fever decimates the inmates 
and compels public attention for a time to the 
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consideration of the evil. But I am digressing. 
Two or three dirty, slatternly, but kind- 
hearted Irishwomen were hanging round the 
place, and eagerly offered to show the dying 
man's room to the welcomQ visitor. 'Pat, 
here's the praste, God bless him !* exclaimed 
one, as she pushed open the door, after 
scrambling up a filthy staircase, and revealed 
a scene too common in London to excite any 
surprise, yet not the less revolting in spite of 
its familiarity. In a corner of the room on a 
bundle of rags and straw, which served as a 
pretence for a bed, lay the dying man. Chil- 
dren and persons of various ages were crouched 
on the floor in different attitudes — some asleep, 
some awake. One woman, kneeling by the 
bed, was crying bitterly; on' a broken chair 
was a medicine-bottle and a cracked cup. On 
the hearth smouldered a wretched fire, with 
the invariable black pot swung across the 
embers. Other furniture was. there none; and 
the atmosphere of the room may be imagined, 
with that seething mass of humanitv, when th^ 
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window had evidently not been opened for 
weeks . 

But to all this our good Capuchin seemed 
indifferent. Rapidly kneeling down by the 
soul who needed his care, he found the poor 
fellow at first unconscious. He asked for a 
little water, and after some difficulty a cup- 
ful was brought to him which looked like dirty 
milk, and was probably melted snow. Adding 
a few drops of brandy to it from a flask he 
had brought with him, and putting it to the 
sick man's lips, the flickering life revived. 
And after a few minutes, clearing the room of 
its inmates, the priest performed his sacred 
office. It was a less painful one than usual, 
for the poor Irishman was a good man, who, in 
spite of adverse circumstances, had always 
kept the Faith, as, thank God ! is so often the 
case with those poor 'hewers of wood and 
drawers of water' in our big towns. His con- 
fession over and the absolution given, the priest 
prepared to open the pyx to give him the 
Viaticum, when, to his great surprise, he found 
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there were two Hosts in it instead of one. It 
was * a most extraordinary coincidence : either 
in the hasteof his departure from the monastery 
he had inadvertently put in two instead of one, 
or from some unexplained cause, there they 
certainly were. But he had scarcely time to 
reflect upon it. The sick man absorbed all his 
care ; and after another hour the agony began, 

the prayers for the departing soul were said, the 
last absolutions given, and soon a solemn still- 
ness fell upon all, for the end was come, the last 
sigh had been breathed, and the good priest pre- 

• 

pared to return home, carefully bearing the sa- 
cred treasure — the second Host — on his breast. 
As he was passing by a back and unfre- 
quented street which he had been told would 
shorten his journey, he suddenly heard a 
piercing cry, followed by a sobbing wail which 
was even more painful to listen to. It came 
from a tidy -looking house on the other side of 
the road ; and as he stopped to inquire, a man 
came out into the street, and recognising the 
Father, touched his hat to him. 
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^ What is the matter?^ exclaimed the priest. 
' Who is crying so piteously tip there V 

'It's a young lady. Father/ replied the 
man ; ' and I think ifc^s just you she's wanting/ 
he added, opening the door as he spoke, ' for 
sho was took very bad this night, and my 
missus doubts if she will live till morning/ 

The good Father hastened upstairs and found 
a young and very pretty girl evidently in 
the last stage of consumption. Her joy at 
seeing him was great, though at first she 
could scarcely speak save in sobs, while she 
murmured a few broken words at intervals : 
' Oh I Our Lord has heard my prayer. Our 
Lady has sent you, thank God ! — thank God !* 
and then her tears burst forth afresh, till the 
priest feared she would entirely exhaust herself 
before she could make her confession. In 
every way he tried to soothe and console her, 
and at last so far succeeded that she was able 
to tell him her sad story. 

She was, as he saw at once, gently born 
and bred, and had been brought up by Catholic 
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parents in a Catholic home, and afterwards 
sent to a convent to complete her education^ 
which she had only left six months before. 
Her only fault was vanity, and a love of dress 
and pretty clothes ; but that one fault was the 
poor child^s ruin. 

One day she went out shopping alone, only 
intending to be absent for a few minutes. A 
gentlemanlike-looking man met her in the 
shop, and seeing her sorely tempted by a 
beautiful dress which yet she could not afford 
to buy, bought it at once himself and gave it 
to her. In her joy and pleasure, and totally 
ignorant and unsuspicious of evil or danger, 
she consented to let him accompany her home. 
Then he persuaded her to walk a little further 
with him, and then — but why dwell on the sad 
details ? Enough to say that he was a villain 
and ruined her; and she dared not then go 
home. And he offered her at once the shelter 
of his house, which she had no choice but to 
accept ; but never knew a moment's peace or 
freedom from remorse which sometimes 
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amounted to positive despair. And soon he 
got tired of her and her fretting, and left her. 
And then began a time of misery, of which she 
had never dreamed. She tried to go out and 
get some work, but could not succeed ; and 
she caught a violent chill, and the cold settled 
on her chest, for she was always delicate. 
Yet all the time, shame prevented her going 
home or seeking a priest. But that day she 
had broken a blood-vessel, and the doctor had 
been sent for by the woman of the house, who, 
on the whole, had not been unkind to the poor 
child. And when he came he said she was 
dying, and that her friends must be sent for. 
But she would not let them send for any of 
them. How conld she face her father's anger 
— her mother's bitter grief ? Better they should 
fancy her dead than dishonoured. And then 
the terrible remorse which had always been 
gnawing at her heart, filled her with unspeak- 
able agony and fear. And she cried out for a 
priest^ but none was at hand ; and the woman 
of the house said, ^She must wait till the 
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morning; it wasn^t a night to turn out a 

dog V 

And the poor child felt herself dying, and 
that the morning might be too late; and so she 
was wailing and crying and praying for Our 
Lord to have mercy on her, and to send her 
one of His ministers to absolve her from ber 
sin. And He heard her prayer, and sent His 
faithful servant to bind up her broken and 
penitent heart, and to bid her once more hope, 
as Magdalene had hoped, that her sin would 
be forgiven by His precious Blood. The poor 
child made her confession with a contrition 
and heartfelt sorrow which went to the very 
heart of the good priest, whose task was not 
to alarm her conscience, but to renew her 
confidence in the mercy of God. And then he 
understood Our Lord^s meaning in the secmd 
Sosty which had seemed so strange and un- 
accountable to him before ; and marvelled at 
the ways of God's wonderful mercy and loving- 
kindness. And before the morning dawned 
that poor child had breathed her last, penitent 
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and forgiven and stifengthened by Our Lord 
Himself for the dread journey. 

And the holy Capuchin Father went home 
after his anxious and sleepless nighty thanking 
God with all his heart that He had made him 
the instrument of saving this second soul, and 
given him a fresh proof that none who call 
upon Him with truly contrite and penitent 
hearts will fail to be heard and answered, even 
should He work a miracle for the accomplish- 
ment of His merciful designs on their behal£» 




15 



MARRY IN HASTE AND REPENT AT 

LEISURE. 




)T was a dull, dark November day. In a 
small room in a narrow street in Bel- 
gravia a gentleman, stiU in the prime 
of life, lay dying. He had been an 
officer in the army of some distinction, 
and on his return had been appointed to a 
post at the War Office, which he had filled for 
some years with credit to himself and satisfac- 
tion to the authorities* But his health had 
been undermined by the Indian climate, and 
now a violent chill, caught one bad foggy 
night on his return from the office, had ended 
in inflammation of the lungs, and the doctor. 
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who had just left the hoose^ gave little or no 
hope. By his side stood his loving and de- 
voted wife^ too heartbroken for tears^ watch- 
ing in mate misery the ebbing of a life which 
was far dearer to her than her own. Three 
girls, of ages varying from sixteen to twenty, 
sat sadly and listlessly at a table near the 
window. One writing, the other two occnpied 
in some kind of fancy work, bat each, from time 
to time, looking anxionsly towards their father, 
who was not in bed, bat lying on a sofa, propped 
up by cushions and breathing with difficulty. 

Presently a step was heard, the door 
opened, and a well-known voice said with great 
sympathy to the lady leaning over the so& : 

' Well, my child, how is your patient to- 
day r 

There was no answer, only a convulsive 
pressure of the hand he held; and the sick 
man, feebly opening his eyes, said : 

'I am so glad you are come. Father. I 
want to see you alone, while I can still speak,' 
he added with evident effort. 

15—2 
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His wife and oliildren left the room^ and the 
priest was left alone with the dying man. 
This was not a case of anxiety for that faith- 
ful servant of his Divine Master. Colonel 

K had always led a blameless Catholic 

lifej not only frequenting the Sacraments 
regularly, but fervent in his zeal and love for 
the Faith^ and endeavouring in every way to 
promote the interests of God and the spiritual 
welfare of those under him. Many a time, 
during his Indian campaigns^ when a Catholic 
priest was not to be had^ had he gathered the 
Catholic soldiers together and given them all 
the religious instruction and consolation which 
lay in his power^ so that even the most bigoted 
Protestants and those most opposed to him in 
Faith and morals showed their respect for his 
uncompromising adherence to the Truths and 
willingly gave him facilities for these little 
services for his men^ while they tacitly acknow- 
ledged* that his influence over them far ex- 
ceeded theirs. And ever since he came home 
his life had been the same-— one of constant. 
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simple^ practical piety. He was not a man 
of many words, but lie believed with his whole 
heart, and acted up to that belief. But now, 
in spite of his faith, a heavy cloud of care and 
trouble seemed to rest upon him for thpse he 
was leaving behind, and he opened his heart 
unreservedly to the good old priest, who sat 
with his heart full of sorrow, love and sym- 
pathy by his side. 

'Father>^ he said, 'I know I am faithless 
and wrong. But I cannot help feeling 
wretched about Mary and the girls. How 
are they to live when I am gone ? You know 
that all my savings, and Mary^s little fortune, 
too, went in the breaking of that bank two years 
ago, so that the only certain thing they will 
have to depend on is the pension of an officer^s 
widow; and how can they live upon that?' 

Perhaps one of the hardest trials of this 
holy Jesuit Father's life was to be called upon 
to hear, day after day, tales like thes^ and to 
be powerless to help. In years gone by he 
had had a large fortune, but had given up all 
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to embrace a life of poverty^ obedience and 

toil for his Lord's sake, and Colonel K 

was one of his oldest and dearest, friends. Bnt 
he did not shrink from his task, and by 
degrees contrived to soothe the poor father's 
nataral anxiety by promises of never losing 
sight of those so rightly dear to him, and of 
doing all in his power to promote their 
interests and obtain employment for them. 

' There are many ways now in which ladies 
may earn an honourable living,' he added 
cheerily, *and your girls are no longer chil- 
dren. They have learned to work and make 
themselves useful, and depend upon it that 
Our Lord will never desert them ; nor will He 
be outdone in generosity. You have given 
up much for Him in your life, my dear friend, 
and all these things are garnered up, and will 
return in blessings on your wife and children 
by-and«by. Be sure that as long as I live I 
will lo(}k after them ; and now, if you feel so 
ill and the doctor thinks so badly of your 
case, would you not wish to receive the last 
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Sacraments ? I need not say to you that they 
will not hasten your end, while they may be 
the means of restoring you to health/ 

A glad assent was given to this proposal, 
and in a few moments a little altar was made 
ready; and his wife, mastering her emotion, 
assisted in that touching and beautiful service, 
which has brought consolation to so many 
breaking hearts. When all was done and the 

last blessing given. Father L called 

aside the eldest girl and gave her some direc- 
tions, adding : 

' Now, be sure and send for me if he should 
get worse, no matter at what hour in the 
night '/ after which he took his leave of the 
little household, though with a sad heart 

That summons was not long delayed ; two 
days later the last sad change came, and 

Father L only arrived in time to give 

the last absolution to his dying friend, and to 
strive to support the broken-hearted wife in 
the first hour of her desolation. We will pass 
over the misery of the few succeeding days. 
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When all was over, and the bills for the 
simple funeral paid, the poor widow found 
herself with a bare pittance, which compelled 
her at once to leave her little home, for, small 
though it was, the rent &>r exceeded her 
means. The two elder girls obtained work at 
the school of art; but the youngest, Maude, 
had no taste that way, and it seemed hard to 
discover anything for which she was really 
fitted. She had been, from the first, a cause 
of grave anxiety to her parents. Clever and 
self-willed, and gifted with fatal beauty, she 
had all along chafed at the restraints laid upon 
her,and still more at the privations which their 
poverly entailed. And now it was ten times 
worse. They had left Belgravia and fotmd a 
dismal though respectable lodging in the out- 
skirts of Kensington. Their one servant had to 
be given up, and the work divided between the 
mother and daughters. But whereas Elizabeth 
and Kate, the two elder girls, did all in their 
power to save their mother and spare her all un- 
necessary fatigue, Maude would sit poutingly 
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in her roomj and plead her delicate health as 
an excuse for doing nothing. Perhaps the 
poor mother had been too indulgent with her, 
and rather encouraged than resisted her idle 
inclinations. The one person who saw her 

faults in a clear light was Father L , 

and often and gravely did he remonstrate 
with her and warn her of the consequences 
of Iier selfishness : but in vain. So a year or 
two passed away^ when an event happened 
which enabled the foolish and headstrong 
child to follow her own inclination without let 
or hindrance. One evening, the usual hour 
for supper came, and her mother had not 
come home. This was so unusual that her 
children became alarmed at once, and Eliza- 
beth went to the house where her mother had 
intended to call about some work, to inquire 
whether they had seen her. Passing by a 
baker's shop she saw a little crowd, and, on 
drawing near, her horror may be imagined at 
seeing a policeman and another man preparing 
to place a lady on a stretcher, whom she 
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instantly recognised as her mother. Darting 
forward^ but nnable to speak^ Elizabeth seized 
the policeman's arm and questioned him by her 
despairing eyes as to what had occurred. The 
man understood her at once, and said kindly : 

' It's a sad business^ miss. She's been run 
over, and we've sent for a doctor, and he says 
she must be taken to the hospital.' 

' No, no !' exclaimed the poor child. ' Take 

her home, please, to No. 7, Terrace ;' 

and hurrying on herself in the same direction, 
the men followed her, bearing the apparently 
lifeless form, which was soon laid on a bed, 
and every effort used to restore consciousness. 
But hour after hour passed, and no change 
came. 'There was no outward injury,' the 
doctor said, ' but she must have been struck 
somewhere in the head/ he thought, ' or re- 
ceived some internal hurt.' 

Once or twice in the course of that terrible 
night's watching a glimmer of consciousness 
seemed to return, and she murmured some in- 
coherent words. But towards morning even 
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that faint hope was dispelled ; and when the 
day dlawned, the terrible truth burst upon her 
weeping children that they were indeed 
orphans and alone in the world. Of course 
the widow's pension died with her, and the 
girls had no relation on either father or 
mother's side able or willing to befriend 

them or give them a home. Father L 

exerted himself to the utmost to find them 
employment. But anyone who has tried to 
find remunerative work for women of gentle 
birth will know what the difficulty is. 
Finally the usual resource for poor ladies was 
resorted to-^to advertise for situations as 
governesses. But here again Maude's youth 
and beauty were looked upon as almost in- 
superable objections. At last she herself 
answered an advertisement in the Times, and 
returned the next day full of satisfaction and 

self-congratulation at having obtained the 

situation. 

*But who is this person, dear?' anxiously 

inquired Elizabeth, when Maude had eagerly 
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related her morning's work and its snccess. 
' Do yon know anything of the tiunily, and are 
they Caliholics V 

Maude coloured. 

' I don't believe they are/ she replied, ' but 
when I said I was one, they made no objection ; 
and all they seemed to care for was music, 
which you know I can teach very well/ 

' But did they give you no references V con- 
tinued ber sister. 'How do you know that 
they are respectable people V 

'How tiresome you are,' replied Maude^ 
pettishly. ' Of course they are respectable. 
Did I not tell you what a beautiful house they 
lived in,in Hyde Park Gardens ? And they wiU 
give me eighty pounds the first year, and raise 
it to a hundred pounds if I suit ; and they 
seemed to have lots of men-servants and 
carriages and all that sort of thing, and I am 
quite sure I shall be very happy and com- 
fortable/ 

Still Elizabeth was not satisfied, and wrote 
privately to Father L , her one true 
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friend, asking him, if possible, to find out 
about the place to wbicli her sister had so 
hastily and imprudently engaged herself. 
Father L went at once to the office 

from whence the advertisement had come, and 
ascertained from the agent that the gentleman 
was a rich merchant and a widower, and that 
his sister kept his house ; but the whole tone 
of the place of inquiry aroused his suspicions, 

and he hastened to Terrace to try and 

induce Maude to give up the situation. But 
his words had no more effect than her sister's. 
She was determined to take it, and almost 
indignantly declined another place of which 
the Father had heard that morning, at a lower 
salary, it is true, with a widow lady in the 
country, but where she would have every 
opportunity of practising her religion. 

'That will just suit Elizabeth/ she ex- 
claimed, 'who is always wanting to bother 
after poor people or primroses. But give me 
London, where one doesn't feel buried alive 
and where one can have some fun. Besides, 
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there are plenty of Catholic churches here/ she 
added^ seeing the grave look on the Father^s 
&ce^ ^and I can always go to Mass if I like/ 

'How do you know that?' replied Father 
L . 'There may be a thousand hin- 
drances in a worldly family like that ; and are 
you prepared to farce ridicule or taunts for 
your Faith V 

Maude coloured^ and was silent. . She had 
been too well and piously brought up not to 
understand fully that she was deliberately 
putting herself in the way of temptation. Bat 
the struggle within herself was short: the 
world and the devil triumphed ; and the. good 
priest, after a few earnest words of warning, 
left the house with a sad heart, only promising 
Elizabeth that he would try and keep his eye 
upon her in her dangerous and self-chosen 
path ; while Elizabeth herself gladly accepted 
the country situation, and listened eagerly and 
reverently to the Father's parting words on 
the apostolate she might exercise towards the 
young souls about to be committed to her care. 



Marry in luxste and repent at leisure. 239 

The last days passed only too quickly. 
Kate liad already found employment in a 
Yorksliire Catholic family^ and was doing well ; 
so that Elizabeth and Maude were left alone to- 
gether to do all the necessary work of packing 
and sorting before giving up their little home 
for ever. Poor as it had been it was still home^ 
1^ and associated with the mother they both so 
deeply mourned^ so that even Maude was 
softened and sobered ; and though she would 
not falter in her resolve, yet was more loving 
and considerate towards Eh'zabeth than she 
had ever been before. The last night came, 
and Elizabeth persuaded her to come with her 
to Benediction at the Oratory. 

'We both want a special blessing and 
strength for to-morrow,' she said to her sister. 
' Let us seek it where alone it is to be found/ 

The service over, the girls walked home, 
and once more Elizabeth spoke : 

'Promise me, Maude, if things go wrong 
with you, that you will write to me at once.' 

Maude promised, but at the bottom of her 
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Heart had small intention of making a con- 
fidante of one whom she already looked npon as 
far too particular and ' strait-laced* to suit her. 
We will pass over the following year. 
Elizabeth found in her new life abundant 
trials and mortifications of a sort she had not 
expected; but on the other hand was rewarded 
by the devotion of her little pupils and the 
never-failing consolations of her Faith. There 
was a chapel in the house, with the Blessed 
Sacrament, and to that she always had 
recourse in any moment of doubt or dis- 
couragement. To one reared in a loving home, 
a governesses life must almost always be a 
painful one ; but Elizabeth had learnt where 
and to Whom to offer up all things, and 
bravely took up the little crosses of her daily 
life as means whereby she might root out 
the pride and self-complacency which she felt 
had been her besetting sins. And Maude? 
Far different had been her daily experience. 
Plunged suddenly into the midst of a worldly 
and fashionable society, where her music was 
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in constant request^ she had little or no school- 
room dmdgery. There were two girls not much 
yonnger than Mande herself^ who had been 
brought up to believe that accomplishments 
were the main things to be cultivated^ and 
that to make brilliant marriages in future 
years was the one object of their existence. 
So all was sacrificed to these ends. To dance 
and ride well^ to dress fashionably^ to play 
and sing; in fact, to learn all the things 
which could make them attractive to men by- 
and-by — ^this was the summit of their father^s 
ambition and tlieir own* Their aunt Was an 
indolent, worldly woman, who, provided her 
nieces looked well and behaved with propriety 
before strangers, cared little or nothing about 
their education. To accompany them to the 
riding and dancing schools, to take them to 
' Saturday Pops/ and other concerts, and to 
see that they practised regularly for the great 
London master who came twice a week for a 
short hour's music lesson, were the main 
duties expected of Maude. At first she 

16 
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attempted some historical reading in the 
mornings but the girls voted it a bore^ and 
there was no one to insist upon it. Their 
father was all day in the Gity^ and when he 
came home either wished his daughters to 
ride with him in the Park, or to come down 
after dinner with their governess to sing and 
play to him. As to religion, the subject was 
never so much as alluded to. Sometimes the 
girls went with their aunt on Sunday morning 
to a fashionable church in the neighbourhood. 
At other times they would make Sunday an 
excuse for staying in bed till near luncheon- 
time. At first Maude rather rejoiced at this 
state of things, as it left her free to go to Mass 
when she pleased. But by degrees, the self- 
indulgent habits of the house, which exactly 
suited her luxurious tastes, grew upon and 
became natural to her. She often went with 
her pupils to the opera or the play on Satur- 
day night j and then they did not return till 
after twelve o'clock, and she was heated and 
thirsty, and could not resist the claret-cup or 
iced-lemonade prepared for their return. So 
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the weekly Commrmion was dropped by 
degrees^ and even the weekly Mass became an 
effort, and eleven o'clock wonld see her hur- 
riedly fastening on her hat so as to get in to 
Farm Street before the gospel was read. 
But why dwell on this gradual deterioration 
of- a character like Maude's ? — a deterioration 
which was inevitable without that grace which 
she cared not to seek. At last, her sister 
Elizabeth was startled one morning, after 
many weeks of complete silence, at receiving 
the following letter : 

'My dbabest Sistbe, 

'You will be surprised, and I hope 
pleased, to hear that I am going to be married 
to the father of my present pupils. He has 
been paying me attentions for some time, but 
I thought it was only his kindness, till, yester- 
day evening, when I and the girls were going to 
bed, he asked me to stop behind, as he had 
something to say to me. And then he told 
me that he had watched me for some time, and 

16—2 
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felt sure I slionld be jnst tlie sorfc of wife lie 
wanted^ if I could make np my mind to many 
anyone so mnch older than myself. Of course^ 
I was very much surprised at first; bnt then 
I thought what a blessing it would be to haye 
done with govemessing for ever, and be rich 
and independent. And so I accepted him^ 
and we are to be married quite quietly^ he 
says, but almost immediately, as he does not 
want his family to make a fuss about it. He 

• 

gave me leave to tell you, however ; but pro- 
bably by the time this reaches you I shall 
have changed my name. I should have liked 
to have had you and Katie at our wedding : 
but he says " No/' he will have no one, and 
that we are only to go to church together, 
and come home as if nothing had happened. 
So I suppose he must have his own way. 

' Your affectionate sister, 

' MAtJDB. 

'P.S. — Do not answer this, as we are going 
abroad almost immediately for some months.^ 

The letter fell from Elizabeth^s hands* 
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There was evidently notlimg to be done^ save 
to pray for the thoughtless child who was thns 
wrecking her whole future^ and embarking in a 
marriage with a man of no principles and no 
faith^ and that without one single safeguard or 
inquiry as to his antecedents. It was evident 
to Elizabeth^ from the secrecy and haste with 
which the whole thing was to be conducted^ 

that for some reason or other Mr. S 

was afraid of publiciiy. Nor could she com^ 
fort herself by thinking that all this arose 
solely from the fact that he was marrying his 
children's governess. Everyone knew that 
Maude was of better birth than himself, and 

therefore there could be no sufficient motive 

« 

to justify such concealment. Elizabeth's first 
impulse was to ask for a day's holiday, and go 
up to London and judge for herself. But she 
looked at the date of the letter. It was three 
days old^ and evidently had not been sent or 
posted till the whole thing was over. All she 
could do^ theref orCj was to enclose it to Father 
L— — , and implore him to get some tidings 
of the affair. She was also anxious to know 
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if he had seen Mande of late^ and if she had 
ever been to her duties f His answer was a 
sorrowful one. He had been to the house and 
found it shut np^ and all the servants gone. 
Only a charwoman opened the door, and conld 
give no address. Maude had not been near 
him for many months^ nor had he seen her in 
Farm Street for a long time. He had written 
to her once or twice, but received no answer. 
Nor could he hear anything of the marriage. 
There was a sensational paragraph in one of 
the papers about 'a City magnate being about 
to lead to the hymeneal altar a penniless but 
beautiful bride/ andthishe supposed referred to 
Maude; but further than that he could ascertain 
nothing. ' You and I can do but one thing,' 
concluded the good Father, ^and that is to 
remember her before the Tabernacle, and pray 
God that her folly and her sin may not be too 
heavily punished.' 

So years passed on, years during which 
Maude seemed to have utterly vanished from 
the knowledge of her family, for she never 
wrote or gave any sign of life. Yet day by 
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day was slie remembered at the altar with 
prayers and tears — ^a remembrance which wai 
to bear fruit a thonsandfold. 

We most change the scene now to a luxu- 
rious room in a beautiful villa on the Lake 
of Como. A lady still youngs but with an 
anxious, careworn expression on a face which 
must once have been lovely^ was lying on a 
sofa, with a baby in her arms. Two other 
children were playing about the room, who 
bore a striking likeness to their mother. A 
respectable-looking nurse came in to take the 
baby^ sayings at the same time : 

' That lady^ ma'am, is come again to the 
door^ and is waiting to see you. But I told 
her you were not strong enough yet to receive 
strangers.' 

' But I must see her^' exclaimed Maude^ for 
she was the occupant of the sofa; 'I must 
know what she has got to say to me^ and why 
she haunts the villa day after day.' 

' But you are really not equal to it, ma'am,' 
remonstrated thenurse. ' You ought not to have 
any excitement just now, with baby so young.' 
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'But it excites me twice as mucli not to 
know what that woman wants^' reiterated 
Maude. ' And she has written me such mys- 
terious letters. Do show her up at once^ 
nurse, and have done with it.' 

The nurse obeyed, though very reluctantly, 
and in a few minutes ushered in a tall, grave- 
looking person of middle age, who faltered as 
she drew near to Maude, and seemed unable 
or unwilling to speak. 

'Pray take a chair, and come near me,' 
said Maude, nervously. 'And, nurse, will 
you take away the children ? I want to see 
this lady alone.' 

The nurse and children withdrew, and stiU 
the stranger sat silent, looking at Maude with 
a sad and peculiar expressiou, in which pity 
and anger were blended. 

' Who are you ? and what do you want of 
me ?' at last exclaimed poor Maude. ' They 
tell me you have been here again and again, 
only I was too ill to see you before. My baby is 
only a fortnight old/ she added apologetically. 

'Yes, I know,' said the stranger. 'But 
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now, will you allow me to ask you a question 
or two? When were you married to Mr, 
S ? and where V 

' In London, five years ago,' replied Maude. 

'Were you not before governess to Mr. 
S 's daughters V 

'Yes,' answered Maude, colouring. 'My 

poor father. Colonel K , died, and then 

my mother; and my sisters and I were 
obUged to go out as governesses af terwards— 
for we had lost all our money by the failure of 
a bank.' 

' Poor child !' murmured the stranger, look- 
ing wistfully at Maude. 'Bub had you no 
friends, no relations, to inquire about Mr. 
S before j-ou took the step V 

Maude hesitated and faltered : ' Yes — ^no — 
but he wished it to be very quiet, on account 
of his people, he said. And I was sick of the 
life, and wanted to do anything to get out of 
it/ she added, with a very unusual degree of 
frankness. 

' And what became of my — of the girls V 
continued the stranger, with evident emotion. 
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•They were angry at the marriage^ and 
their aunt took them away when we came 
abroad ; and then my little boy was bom^ and 
I was very, very ill ; and we have been travel- 
ling about ever since/ 

'And where is Mr. S now?* con- 
tinued the stranger. 

'I do not know,' answered Maude, with 
evident reluctance, but as if compelled to 
speak by the searching look bent upon her. 
' He went away soon after we came here — ^just 
before my confinement, in fact^promising to 
come back in a day or two, and I have never- 
heard from him since/ 

' I understand perfectly,' replied the stranger. 
' It was about three weeks ago that I traced 
him to this spot, and saw and spoke to him. 
He is not likely to return in a hurry/ 

' But who, then, are you V exclaimed the 
terrified Maude. 

' I am his lawful and legitimate wife,' re- 
plied the lady, sternly. 'He married me in 
Kew Zealand, where he had gone on some 
business connected with the firm of which he 
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was a partner; and we lived together for thir- 
teen or fourteen years, during which time I 
had the two girls whom you were asked to 
educate. Then he went back to England', but 
only for a time. He deceived me, as he has 
done you, and went on writing to me about 
the charming governess he had secured for 
the children, and promising to return to the 
colony as soon as his business in the City was 
in a state to be left. And I was fool enough 
to believe him, and waited on year after year, 
on the plea that it was a pity that the girls 
should not have educational advantages which 
London alone could give. And then accident- 
ally some one mentioned in my presence that 
he had married his children's governess. At 
first I did not believe it, and then various 
little things aroused my suspicions : one thing 
being that the girls had ceased altogether to 
write to me. I found out since that he had 
told them I was dead, and had intercepted all 
my letters to them. I do not i3lame you, poor 
deluded child P added the stranger, looking 
compassionately at Maude's horror-struck face 
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and dilated eyes. ' How could 70a gae^s he 
was suoh a villain ? and we have both oar 
marriage Unes !' she exclaimed bitterly, rising 
as she spoke. 

But Maude's agony was too deep for words. 
Bit by bitj as the stranger unfolded her sad 
history^ the conviction had been forced upon 
her that she was speaking the exact truth. 
She remembered her husband's extraordinary 
silence as to his first wife and his antecedents 
altogether ; and the mystery which had shrouded 
her marriage had more or less accompanied all 
their subsequent movements. Now the secret 
of it aU came out. She was, then, not a wife 

at all, and her children Oh, the misery 

of that thought 1 It was more than her en- 
feebled frame could bear. And when the 
nurse, in answer to a hasiy ringing of the bell 
by the stranger, hurried into the room, she 
found her mistress senseless on the floor. To 
cast a reproachful look at the lady and endea- 
vour to restore Maude's consciousness was the 
nurse's first act. But all their efforts were 
fruitless. The doctor was sent for, and 
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Matde removed to her bed, but the fainting 
fit was succeeded by violent shiverings, fol- 
lowed by brain-fever. In her delirium she 
was continually calling for ' Elizabeth ;' and 
the stranger lady, who had remained near her, 
inquired of the servants if they knew who she 
meant. 

'It is her sister, ma'am,' replied one of 
them. 

. ' Can you get me her address, or can I find 
it among her letters V she continued. 

' Yes, I think so,' answered the nurse, ' for 
she was crying over an old letter not long ago, 
which came from her, I think.' 

The letter was found, and the lady wrote 
anonymously, begging Elizabeth to come at 
once, and, with considerate kindness, en- 
closing a cheque for her expenses. This 
letter reached Elizabeth one morning just as 
she was giving her pupils a music^lesson. It 
was an urgent summons, and she at once 
asked and obtained permission to obey it. 
Three days^ travelling day and night brought 
her to Maude's bedsidoj and there she found 
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the stranger, who briefly explained the state 
of the case. Although greatly shocked and 
grieved, Elizabeth conld not but see in this 
terrible overthrow of all poor Maude's worldly 
prospects, a merciful Providence interposing 
to save a soul on the brink of ruin. If only 
her life and reason were spared, there was 
everything to be hoped for in the future. 
And so Elizabeth watched and prayed, and 
nursed her sister day and night, till she was 
rewarded by her opening her eyes one evening 
and whispering her name with an entire return 
of consciousness, though she was too weak to 
speak. The stranger, seeing Maude in such 
good hands, had left the villa; and at first 
her story seemed to poor Maude as a hideous 
dream. But as she became stronger, Eliza- 
beth gently but firmly led her to realise her 
position. Poor Maude's misery and desola* 
tion were only equalled by her penitence. 

' If I had not deserted my Lord,' she would 
say, 'He would have averted this terrible 
judgment.' 

Her first impulse was to ask for a priest j 
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and fortunately an English one was found 
who was on his way to Milan, and who gladly 
tarried a few hours to give strength and con- 
solation to the broken-hearted girl. 

The baby had died, but the two other 
children remained, and as soon as Maude was 
strong enough to travel, Elizabeth felt that 
they must at once move homewards. 

No letter had been received from Mr. 

S , but money had been sent regularly 

to pay the household expenses. This, how- 
ever, could not go on. Maude could not be 
indebted to him a moment longer than she 
could help, and many were the talks between 
the sisters as to how a situation could be ob- 
tained so as to enable her to provide for the 

children. Father L — was written to, 

and a poor but respectable lodging found 
where Maude and her children could be 
sheltered on their arrival in London. It was 
a terrible trial to Maude's proud, sensitive 
nature to be thus forced to face again positive 
poverty, with the additional burden of two 
helpless children. But she bore it all bravely. 
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accepting the mortificationg and sofferings her 
position entailed as a merited pmiishment for 
her past wilfnlness. To give music-lessons 
was her first idea ; bnt pupils came in slowlj, in 
spite of all her efforts. Then a sitnatioii as 
matron was proposed to her^ bnt at first re- 
jected ; for Mande could not bear the thoughts 
of leaving the children. But the autumn 
came^ and there was no one in town^ and her 
daily lessons failed altogether^ and Maude and 
the children began to be actually in want of 
bread. Elizabeth^ who had gone back to her 
situation^ pinched herself and saved every 
farthing she could to send to her struggling 
sister; but her salary was low^ and all her 
savings had been exhaus);ed in the expense of 
thejourneyhome. Atlast even Maude^s courage 
failed her^ and she had almost yielded to the 
temptation of making her position knoWn to 

Mr. S ^, when Father L again 

interposed to save her. He came with a fresh 
offer of a situation for herself and an orphanage 
for the children, if she could only make up her 
mind to part with them; It was a bitter pain 
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and straggle^ bnt at last grace conquered^ 
and both offers were accepted. 

Her character Iiad been matured by suffer- 
ing ; and again and again, at the foot of tbe 
Cross and in the tribunal of penance, she had 
sought for and obtained strength for the hard 
sacrifices she was called npon to make. When 
the last day came^ and she had to take the 
children herself to the home provided for 
them^ she mastered her agony so as not to 
depress the spirits of the little ones, who, fall 
of the novelty of their jonmey and of an entire 
change of scene, were less miserable than she 
expected, even when the sad moment of part- 
ing came. Father L was waiting for 

her on her retnm, having with his nsnal 
thonghtfnl kindness looked ont the hour of 
the train, so that she might not come back to 
an utterly empty room. 

' Courage, my child, courage V were his 
first words of greeting. 'You have taken a 
great step. Ton have placed the children 
where you know their souls and bodies will be 
well cared for, and now you will be free to go 

17 
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and earn an honest independence for yourself 
and them/ And so lie went on, letting her 
cry freely, and not even attempting to check 
her natural sorrow, while he put before her 
every possible motive for hope and confidence 
in the future. 

Once more, the next morning, she knelt in 
his confessional for a few last words of help 
and encouragement in the new duties she was 
about to undertake, and once more she re- 
ceived from his hand the Bread of Life to 
strengthen her good resolutions. 

And so we will leave her for the present^ 
hoping that the reader of this true story may 
learn from her suffering the consequences of 
giving way to wilful and undisciplined incli- 
nations, with a neglect of those safeguards 
which the Church has mercifully put in the 
hands of her children; for all are not, like' 
Maude, * Saved as by fire/ but sink lower and 
lower, till faith is lost, and all duties forgotten^ 
and the ' last state of that soul is worse than 
the first.' 

THE END. 
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Bertram Eldon. By M. A. Pennell, author of " Nellie 
Gordon." Cloth elegant, is. 

"It is an important part of Catholic education to form com- 
passionate hearts. Indies, therefore, who will and can write liltlu 
books like ' Bertram Eldon,' may hope to do much good thereby, 
for they are directly helping to inspire children with a love of the 
neglected poor, which will through after-life bear fruit in works of 
mercy." — The Month. " Most children so situated at the opening 
of life have opportunities they neglect, and we all learn a lesson 
from such a career as ' Bertie Eldon 's.' " — Catholic Times. 

Bellevue and its Owners. By C. Pilley, 2s. 

•• A family suffers a sudden reverse of fortune by the death of the 
father and the dishonesty of his agent. The Christian matron shows 
herself equal to the occasion, and her children find strength in her 
example, derive benefit from adversity, and struggle forward into 
happier times." — The Month. "A tale for the young. Its inci- 
dents are so arranged as to inculcate the practice of honesty and 
virtue, and a trust in the goodness of Providence. The juvenile 
mind will delight in it." — Catholic Times. 

The Dark Shadow. A Tale. 3s. 

•• This is an edifying story, written with feeling and force. The 
characters and incidents are gathered from the life of one who en- 
dured imprisonment ten years. The prisoner's fall has been deeply 
considered and made the occasion of a thrilling tale." — The Tablet. 
"A good Catholic book ; a fiction, but practical in its moral, and 
intended to stimulate true practical charity towards those who have 
suffered imprisonment after a fault." — New York Catholic Book News. 

Story of a Paper Knife. By Henrica Frederic, is. 

Nellie Gordon, the Factory Girl ; or Lost and Saved. 
By M. A. Pennell, 6d. 



A List of American Importations will be found 
page 20, and a List of Dramas , etc.^ on pages 19 anc 
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Bible Stories — Old Testament Series. Twelve Stories 
of the Jewish Church, to interest the young in 
the fortunes of God's ancient Church, by throwing 
the Scripture narrative into a slightly different 
form. By Charles Walker. Cloth, extra, 2S. 6d. 
Cheaper edition, is. 6d. 

Contents :— The Sacrifice of Abel.— The Ship of Safety.— The 
City of Confusion. — Melchisedech, King of Salem. — The Sabbath 
Breaker.— Achan.— The Child Prophet of Silo.— The Building of the 
Temple.— The Altar at Beth-El.— The Repentance of Nineve. — 
The Furnace of Babylon. — The Prophecy of Malachias. 

The Siege and Conquest of Granada. Allah Akbar — 
God is Great. From the Spanish. By Mariana 
Monteiro. Cloth Arabesque, 3s. 6d. 

' ' A highly interesting and romantic story. The book is hand- 
somely got up, and the Illustrations, which are from the pencil of a 
sister of Miss Monteiro, add much to the beauty of the volume." — 
Public Opmion. " The Moorish version of the siege and loss *of 
Granada, and may therefore be read in conjunction with Washing- 
ton Irving's well-known story, principally derived, as he states, from 
the Catholic Historians." — The Bookseller. 

Gathered Gems from Spanish Authors. By Mariana 
Monteiro, author of "The Monk of the Mon- 
astery of Yuste.'* 3s. 

Contents :— The Rosary Bell— The Blind Organist of Seville— 
Tlie Last Baron of Fortcastells — ^The Miserere of the Mountains — 
Three Reminiscences — A Legend of Italy —The Gnomes of Monccay 
— The Passion Flower — Recollections of an Artistic Excursion— The 
laurel Wreath — ^The Witches of Trasmoz. 

"It is quite refreshing, in this matter-of-fact age, to meet with 
such genuine treasures of romance as have been here * gathered ' 
for our benefit by the discriminate zeal of the gifted authoress who 
has already introduced to the English public many welcome speci- 
mens of the literature of her fatherland. " — Weekly Register. ' * Par- 
ticularly rich in pleasant stories of the purest morality." — Jrish 
Monthly. " Pleasantly rendered into English." — Bookseller. "Of 
considerable beauty. . . . The high morai tone of it renders it far 
in advance of the majority of tales at the present day." — Public 
Opinion. "Stories of much grace and freshness." — University 
Magazine. 

The Last Days of the Emperor Charles V., the Monk 
of the Monastery of Yuste. An Historical 
Legend of the i6th century. From the Spanish, 
by Mariana Monteiro. 2s. 6d. 

" Written with a tenderness of tone and a freshness of style not 
often to be found in such records. ... A pecufiar interest attaches 
to the ta\e."--~ Weekly Register. "It is well calculated to instnict 
and entertain the minds of young persons, since it is a tale of 
piety and also historical"— Tablet. "A very realistic picture of 
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the character of Charles in monastic repose. We have read every 
page of the volume with much pleasure." — Catholic Times. "The 
whole narrative just the sort that might be put in the hands of a 
boy or girl under sixteen with advantage. " — Public Ofiniott. ' ' Well 
worthv of notice." — TAc Month. " An exceedingly mteresting his- 
torical legend. It will amply repay perusal." — Court Circular. 
••A powerfully told story." — Oxford University Herald. " An in- 
teresting picture. . . told with stately Spanish diction." — Guardian. 

The Battle of Connemara. By Kathleen O'Meara, 
author of "A Daughter of St. Dominick," "Life of 
Frederick Ozanam," " Life of Bishop Grant.'* 3s. 

" Everything else is but a sketch, compared with the Irish scenes, 
which are written con antore, and though not very highly coloured, are 
fkithful to life." — Dublin Review. '* A charmmg story, charmingly 
told." — Irish Monthly. "A good moral, a good plot, and good 
dialogues." — Public Opinion. "A book which has interested us; 
in which others, we doubt not, will take much interest " — Tablet. ' 'The 
sketch of the Holy Mass in the miserablethatched building is one 
of the most effective bits of description we have seen ; and this 
qortrayal of peasant life, privation, and faith is too accurate to be 
puestioned." — Catholic Times. "This interesting little tale." — 
The Month, 

Industry and Laziness. By Franz Hoffman. From 
the German, by James King. 1 2mo., 3s. 

• • This is a capital story for boys. We can assure youthful 
readers that they will find much to attract them in this adventurous 
story." — Weekly Register. "The narrative is put together with 
considerable skill and no little knowledge of what is likely to be 
received with favour by English readers." — The Bookseller. "A 
useful story. Any book that tries to save boys and young men from 
copying the example of John Collins deserves to be encouraged, 
especially when it is so very readably written and printed as the present 
tale." — Irish Monthly. " The moral is excellent, the interest of the 
story well sustained." — Tablet. "A good, moral story." — Court 
Circular. 

The Fairy Ching; or the Chinese Fairies' Visit to 
England. By Henrica Frederic. Handsomely 
bound in cloth extra, is., gflt edges is. 6d. 
My Golden Days. By M. F. S. i2mo., 2s. 6d., or 
in 3 vols., IS. each \ gilt, is. 6d. 
The One Ghost of my Life, Willie's Escape, &c. 
The Captain's Monkey, &c. 
Great Uncle Hugh, Long Dresses, &c. 

" They are playfully descriptive of the little ways and experience 
of young people, and are well suited for reading aloud in a family 
circle of juveniles." — The Month. "A series of short tales for 
children, by the delightful author of ' Fluffy ' and a score of other 
charming books for the young. " — Weekly Register. ' ' Capital tales 
for children, nicely told, printed in large type on good paper and 
neatly bound." — The Bookseller. "Feelings run through thei 
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like a stream through flowers, and pretty morals peep out as the 
reader travels along." — Catholic Times. " This is the latest of the 
long catalogue of bright and edifying books of short stories for 
which our young people have to thank M. F. S. " — /risk Monthly, 

I'o Rome and Back. Fly-leaves from a Flying Tour. 
Edited by W. H. Anderdon, S.J. i2mo., 2s. 

* Graphic and vigorous sketches. As Father Anderdon says, 
Truly they have their special interest, by reason of date no less than 
of place and scene. ' To Rome and Back ' refers to Rome and 
back at the time of the Papal Jubilee. It is as beautiful a celebra- 
tion of that memorable event as has anywhere appeared. " — Weekly 
Register. "We note in the Authoress a power of condensing a 
description in a bold and striking metaphor. There is all a woman's 
quickness and keenness of perception, and a power of sympathy with 
the noble, the beautiful, and the true." — The Month, '* A charming 
book. . . . Besides pleasant description, there is evidence of much 
thought in parts of the book." — Dublin Review. 

From Sunrise to Sunset. A Catholic Tale. 3s. 6d. 

"A story for young readers, with a distinctly religious tendency, 
well written and interesting." — The Bookseller. " A pleasing tale, 
of which some of the incidents take place in the Grisons of Switzer- 
land. There is a good power of description of scenery, in very clear 
grammatical language. In fact, the purity of style of L. B. is quite 
an example to the average novel writer." — Public Opinion. "A 
lively, chatty, pleasant little novel, which can do no barm to any 
one, and may afford amusement to many young persons." — Tablet, 

The Two Friends; or, Marie's Self-denial. By 
Madame d* Arras (iW<f Lechmere). is.jgilt, is.6d. 

• A little French tale, in the crisis of which the good Empress 
Eugenie plays a conspicuous part, " — Weekly Register. 

Andersen's Sketches of Life in Iceland. Translated by 
Myfanwy Fenton. 2s. 6d.; cheaper edition, is. 6d. 

"In the one case they are simply pretty tales; in the other 
curious illustrfltions of the survival to our own time of thought and 
manners familiar to every reader of the Sagas." — Graphic. "Ever 
welcome additions to the literary flora of a primitive and little- 
known country, such as Iceland must still be deemed. The Princess 
of Wales has been pleased to accept this unpretentious little story- 
book, written in the high latitudes where legends flourish abun- 
dantly." — Public Opinion, " Told with simple eloquence. A happy' 
mean of refreshing simplicity which every reader must enjoy." — 
Catholic Times. "The style is fresh and simple, and the little 
volume is altogether very attractive." — Weekly Register. 

Rest, on the Cross. By E. L. Hervey. Author 
of " The Feasts of Camelot," " Tales from Many 
Lands," &c., &c. i2mo., 3s. 6d. 

" This is a heart-thrilling story of many trials and much anguish' 
endured by the heroine. Rest comes to her, where alone it can? 
come to all. The little tale is powerfully and vividly told.'*— 
Weekly Register. "Mrs. Hervey has shown a rare talent in the 
relation of moral tales calculated to fascinate and impress youngei. 
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readers." — Somerset County Gazette, "An interesting and well- 
written religious story for young people." — The Bookseller. "An 
emotional and gushing littie novelette." — Church Ti;..es. "It is 
impossible for us to know how far the events and situations are real, 
and how far imaginary ; but if real, they are well related, and if 
imaginary, they are well conceived." — Tablet, " It is written in the 
gentlest spirit of charity." — Athenaum. 

The Feasts of Camelot, with the Tales that were told 
there. By Eleanora Louisa Hervey. 3s. 6d. ; or 
separately, Christmas, is. ; Whitsuntide, is. 

*• This is really a very charming collection of tales, told as is evi- 
dent from the title, by the Knights of the Round Table, at the Court 
of King Arthur. It is good for children and for grown up people 
too, to read these stories of knightly courtesy and adventure and of 
pure and healthy romance, and they have never been written in a 
more attractive style than by Mrs. Hervey in this little volume." — 
Toilet. " This is a very charming story book." — Weekly Register. 
*' Mrs. Hervey brings the great legendary hero within the reach of 
children, but the stories are quite snfficiently well told to deserve the 
perusal of more critical readers." — The Month. "These tales are 
well constructed, and riot one of them is destitute of interest." — 
Catholic Times. " The reader revels in fascinating recitals of the 
doings of the mighty men of old." — Somerset County Gazette. 
"*' King Arthur and the stories told at his court have a charm that is 
felt by young and old. The idea of gathering them in a book for 
young readers was excellent." — Athenaum. " Full of chivalry and 
knightly deeds, not unmixed with touches of quaint humour." — Court 
Journal. "The substance and spirit of Arthurian romance."— 
Examiner. "A graceful and pleasing collection of stories. " — Daily 
News. "Quaint and graceful little stories." — Notes and Queries. 
" To those who wish to go back to the prehistoric days and indulge 
themselves in the old dream-land of romance, this is just the book." 
— Guardian, "There is a high purpose in this charming book, 
one which is steadily pursued — it is the setting forth of the tnie 
meaning of chivalry." — Morning Post. 

Stories from many Lands. By E. L. Hervey. 3s. 6d. 

*' Very well and, above all, very briefly told. The stories are 
short and varied. The Godmother's Anecdotes are very good 
stories." — Saturday Review. "A great number of short Stories 
and Anecdotes of a good moral tone." — Tablet. "A delightful 
fairy Godmother is this, who promises to rival the famous Princess 
Scheherezade as a story-teller." — Weekly Register. "Suitable for 
boys and girls of ten or twelve years, and is capable of teaching 
them not a few wholesome truths in an agreeable but really im- 
pressive manner." — Illustrated London News. "The stories are 
instructive and interesting." — Than et Advertiser. "It is pleasant 
exceedingly to come across a sound, healthy, moral, and in- 
structive story-book like the one now before us. ' — Somerset County 
Gazette. " Many of the stories are such as belong to the common 
stock of the world, and ought to be made known to the young gene- 
ration." — Guardian. "A charming collection of tales, illustrating 
some great truths. " — Church Times. ' ' With a few exceptions each 
story has 'some heart of meaning in it,' and tends to kindle in the 
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mind all that is good and noble," — Windsor Gazette, " A collec- 
tion of short stories, anecdotes, and apologues on various topics, 
delightfully told." — Athencsum. 

A Daughter of St. Dominic. By Grace Ramsay 
(Kathleen O'Meara). is. ; stronger bound, 
IS. 6d. ; cloth extra, 2S. 

*• A beautiful little work. The narrative is highly interesting." — 
Dublin Review. *' It is full of courage and faith and Catholic 
heroism." — Universe, *• A beautiful picture of the wonders effected 
by ubiquitous charity, and still more by fervent prayer." — Tablet. 

Bessy; or the Fatal Consequence of Telling Lies. 
IS. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2S. 

• • This is a very good tale to put into the hands of young servants." 
— Tablet, ** The moral teaching is of course thoroughly Catholic, 
and conveyed in a form extremely interesting." — Weekly Register, 

Canon Schmidts Tales. New translation, with Original 
Illustrations, 3s. 6d. Separately: i. Canary Bird; 
2. Dove; 3. Inundation ; 4. Rose Tree; 5. Water 
Jug ; 6. Wooden Cross ; 6d. each, or is. gilt. 
Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales. By M. F. S. 3s, 6d. ; 
or separately, is. each, or is. 6d. gilt. 

Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary. 

Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's Repentance. 

The Old Prayer Book, & Charlie Pearson's Medal. 

Catherine's Promise, and Norah's Temptation. 

Annie's First Prayer, and Only a Picture. 

"Simple stories for the use of teachers of Christian doctrine." 
— Universe, "This is a volume of short, plain, and simple 
storieSi written with the view of illustrating the Catholic religion 
practically by putting Catholic practices in an interesting light 
before the mental eyes of children. The whole of the tales in the 
volume before us are exceedingly well written." — Weekly Register. 

Fluffy. A Tale for Boys. By M. F. S., author of 
" Tom's Crucifix and other Tales." 3s. 6d. 

" A charming little story. The narrative is as wholesome through 
out as a breath of fresh air, and as beautiful in the spirit of it as a 
beam of moonlight." — Weekly Register, "The tale is well told. 
We cannot help ^ling an interest in the fortunes of Fluffy. " — Tablet, 

The Three Wishes. A Tale. By M. F. S. 2s. 6d. 
Cheaper edition, i s. 6d. 

" A pretty neatly told story for girls. There is much quiet pathos 
in it and a warm Catholic spirit. "--7)&^ Month, " We are glad to 
welcome this addition to the story-books for which the author is 
already favourably knov/n."— United Irishman. "The tale is 
singulariy interesting. The story of Gertrude with her gratified 
wish has about it all the interest of a romance, and will, no doubt, 
find especial favour."— Weekly Register. ' ' Like everything which 
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M. F. S. writes, the book is full of interest ; there are pictures of an 
old-fashioned English home, with romping children, so natural 
that we seem to know both it and them ; a little tale of sorrow with 
all the sadness of truth about it ; and the history of a life to which 
God seemed to have granted a religious vocation and yet denied the 
means of following \i"— Tablet. The chief heroine is a striking 
model of what a young woman ought to be, and may become, if 
iinimated by sincere desire." — Catholic Times. 

Catherine Hamilton. By M. F. S. 2s. 6d. ; gilt, 3s. 

*• We have no doubt this will prove a very attractive book to the 

little folks, and would be glad to see it widely circulated." — Catholic 

World, " A short, simple, and well-told story, illustrative of the 

power of grace to correct bad temper in a wayward girl." — Weehly 

Register, * 'We are very much pleased with this little book. " — Tablet, 

Catherine grown Older. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. ; gilt 3s. 

"Those who are familiar with the history of Catherine in her 
wayward childhood will welcome with no little satisfaction this 
sequel to her story from the hand of the same charming writer. 
There is a simplicity about the style and an earnest tenderness in 
the manner of the narrative which renders it singularly impressive." 
— Weekly Raster, "Catherine's character will delight English 
children, "—ra^///. 

Stories for my Children. — The Angels and the Sacra- 
ments. Square i6mo. is. 
Simple Tales. Square i6mo., cloth antique, 2s. 6d. 

" Contains five pretty stories of a true Catholic tone, interspersed 
with some short pieces of poetry. . . Are very affecting, and told 
in such a way as to engage the attention of any child. ' — Register, 
" This b a little book which we can recommend with great confi- 
dence. The tales are simple, beautiful, and pathetic." — Catholic 
Opinion, " It belongs to a class of books of which the want is 
generally much felt by Catholic parents. "^Dublin Review, ' • Beau- 
tifiilly written. • Little Terence ' is a gem of a Tale."— r*^/^/. 

Terry O'Flinn. By the Very Rev. Dr. Tandy. Fcap. 
8vo. IS.; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2s. 

"The writer possesses considerable literary power."— i?<5f»J/«*. 
"A most singular production." — Universe. '*An unpretending 
yet a very touching story." — Waterford News. " Excellent indeed 
IS the idea of embodying into a story the belief that there is ever 
beside us a guardian angel who reads the thoughts of our hearts 
and strives to turn us to good.*'— Catholic World. " The idea is 
well sustained throughout." — Church Times. 

The Adventures of a Protestant in Search of a Reli- 
gion : being the Story of a late Student of 
Divinity at Bunyan Baptist College ; a Noncon- 
formist Minister, who seceded to the Catholic 
Church. By Iota. 3s. 6d. ; cheap edition, 2 s. 

"Will well repay its perusal." — Universe. "This precious vol- 
ume. " — Baptist. • ' No one will deny • Iota ' the merit of entire origi- 
nality."— CYw/wif. " A valuable addition to every Catholic library." 
Tablet. ' ' There is much cleverness in it. ' '— Nonconformist, ' ' Ma- 
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licious and wicked."— i?iM'/MA Independent. "An admirable and 
amusJng, yet truthful and genuinely sparkling work. The charac- 
ters are from life." — Catholic Opinion, 

The Village Lily. Fcap. 8vo. is.; gilt, is. 6d. 

" Charming little story."— Weekly Register. 

Fairy Tales for Little Children. By Madeleine Howley 
Meehan. 6d.; doth, is. and is. 6d; gilt, 2s. 

*' Full of imagination and dreams, and at the^same time with ex- 
cellent point and practical aim, within the reach of the intelligence 
of infants." — Universe, "Pleasing, simple stories, combining in- 
struction with amusement."— i?4fr>/^. A pretty little book to give 
to imaginative young ones." — Tablet. 

RosaUe; or, the Memoirs of a French Child. Written by 
herself, is. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2S. 

** *' It is prettily told, and in a natural manner. The account of 
Rosalie's illness and First Communion is ve^ well related. We 
can recommend the book for the reading of children." — Tablet. 
* ' The tenth chapter is bcautifQl"— Universe. ' * The lessons incul- 
cated tend to improve the youthful mind. We cannot too strongly 
recommend the book." — Waierford News. "This is one of those 
nicely written stories for children which we now and then come 
9JsxoE&:*^CatholUWorld, *'Chaim\ng\Ywntttn,"^CAtirck Herald, 

The Story of Marie and other Tales. Fcap. 2S. 6d., 
gil^ 3S-; or separately: — The Story of Marie, 2d. ; 
Nelly Blane, and A Contrast, 2d.; A Conversion 
and a Death-Bed, 2d.; Herbert Montagu, 2d. ; 
Jane Murphy, The Dying Gipsy, and The Name- 
less Grave, 2d.; The Beggars, and True and False 
Riches, 2d.; Pat and his Friend, 2d. 

' ' A very nice little collection of stories, thoroughly Catholic in their 
teaching."— Tablet, * * A series of short pretty stories, told with much 
simplicity." — Universe. "A number of short pretty stories, replete 
with religious teaching, told in simple language." — Weekly Register, 

Sir iElfric and other Tales. By the Rev. G. Bamp- 
field. i8mo. 6d. ; cloth, is. ; gilt, is. 6d. 

The Last of the Catholic O'Malleys. A Tale. By 
M. Taunton, cloth, is. 6d. ; stronger bound, 2s. 

" A sad and stirring tale, simply written, and sure to secure for 
itself readers. "—7V»*/^/. "Deeply interesting. It is well adapted 
for parochial and school libraries." — Weekly Register. "A very 
pleasing tale. "— Tke Month. ' • Simply and naturally told. *'— Free- 
man* s Journal. 

Eagle and Dove. From the French of Mademoiselle 
Z&aidie Fleuriot By EmiJy Bowles. Cr. 8vo., 5s.: 
cheap edition, 2s. 6d. 

•'We recommend our readers to peruse this well-written story."— 
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Register. " One of the very best stories we have ever dipped into." 
— Church Times, "Admirable in tone and purpose." — Church 
Herald. " A real gain. It possesses merits far above the pretty 
fictions got up by English writers. " — Dublin Review. "There is 
an air of truth and sobriety about this little volume, nor is there any 
attempt at sensation." — Tablet. " The subject is forcibly and in- 
geniously put before the reader, and the original matter in it is apt 
and painful." — Derbyshire Courier. " It is superior to the common 
run of stories in artistic merits its characters and scenes have a 
peculiar and romantic interest, and its r^ig iou si^and moral tone is 
up to the highest mark." — Catholic WorlcL 

Cistercian Legends of the 13th Century. Translated 
from the Latin by the Rev. Henry Collins. 3s. 
or in 3 vols., is. 6d. each. 

^''. "A casket of jewels. Most fascinating as legends and none the 
less profitable for eicample, consolation, and encouragement." — 
Weekly Register. ' ' The legends are full of deep spiritual teaching, 
and they are almost all authenticated. "— Tablet. * * Well translated 
and beautifully got up." — The Month. " Full of heavenly wisdom," 
-—Catholic Opinion. ' ' The volume reminds us forcibly of Rodriguez's 
'Christian Perfection.'" — Dublin Review. 

Cloister Legends; or, Convents and Monasteries in 
the Olden Time. Second Edition, Cr. 8vo. 4s. 

"Deeply interesting and edifying." — Weekly Register. "A 
charming book of tales of the olden time." — Catholic Opinion. 
" A charming volume. " — Universe. "All more or less interesting 
and well told."— Tablet. ' ' The stories are very well told. "^Month, 

Keighley Hall and other Tales. By Elizabeth King. 
6d. ; cloth, is. ; stronger bound, is. 6d.; gilt, 2s. 

"The religious teaching is very good, and stamps the work as 
being that of a loyal member of the one true Church." — Tablet. 
••The Tales are Catholic to the backbone." — Weekly Register, 
"Interesting and well-written stories." — Westminster Gazette. 
•' Very interesting as stories." — Church News. " Full of devotion 
and piety." — Northern Press. 

Chats about the Rosary ; or, Aunt Margaret's Little 
Neighbours. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 

" There is scarcely any devotion so calculated as the Rosary to 
keep up a taste for piety in little children, and we must be grateful 
for any help in applying its lessons to the daily life of those who 
already love it in their unconscious tribute to its value and beauty.' 
^— Month. *' We do not know of a better book for reading aloud tc 
children, it will teach them to understand and to love the Rosary."— 
Tablet. Illustrative of each of the mysteries, and connecting each 
with the practice of some particular virtue." — Catholic Opinion, 
*' This pretty book carries out a very good idea, much wanted, tc 
impress upon people who do not read much the vivid picture 01 
ptory of each mystery of the Rosary."— Dublin Review. 

Margarethe Verflassen. Translated from the German 
by Mrs. Smith Sligo. is. 6d. and 3s.; gilt, 3s. 6d. 

" A portrait of a very, holy and noble soul, whose life was passed 
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inconstant practical acts of the love of God." — Weekly Register. 
"It is the picture of a true woman's life, well fitted up with the 
practice of ascetic devotion and loving unwearied activity about all 
the works of mercy." — Tablet. "Those who may wish to know 
something about^ Convent life "will fiYid it faithfully pourtrayed in 
every important particular in the volume befoife uis. We cordially 
commend it to our readers."— iVbr^i**r« Star,- • 

A Romance of Repentance } or^ the Heroine of Vesu- 
vius. A remarkable sensation of the Seventeenth 
Century. By.Rev. Dr. O'Reilly. 3s. 6d. 

Ned Rupees. By Sister M. F. Qiare. 5s. ^. 
The Prussia Spy. A Novel. BySTj Yalmont. 4s. 
Sir Thomas Maxwell and his Ward. By :Mis& Biddges 
Fcap. 8vo. IS. ^ * 

" A charming little story of home griefs and loves. The ph^racjers 
%re admirably well discntninated." — Weekly Register. -"Nor is 
bievity the only 6r chief merit of the book. A high toneof religioiis 
fe^ng prevails, "-^^ya^/tf/.' - ^ ' 

Adolphus; or, the Good Son. i8mo. gilt, (i^, 
Nicholas ; or, the Reward of a Good ActJ-^n. ^ 6d. 
The Lost Children of Mount. St. Bemarc GiH^ 6d. 
The BaJLer^ Boy; or, the Results of Industry. 6d. 
A Broken Chain. i8mo. gilt, 6d. ' ' 
Tales and Sketches. By Charles Fleet. -8vo. 3s. 6d, 

The Catholic « Pflgrim's Progress "—The Jiiumey of 
Sophia and Eulalie to the Palace of True- Hap- 
piness. Translated by the Rev. Father Bradblury, 
Mount SL Bernard's.' is, 0d., better bound,. 3s. 6d; 

" The book is essentially suited to women, And especially to tho^e 
.who purpose devoting themselves to the* bidden life of sanctity. It 
wiU prove, however, a useful g^ft to many young ladies whose lot is 
in the world. " — Weekly Register, * * This moda of teaching iinparts 
an extraordinary degree of vividness and rt'dtiiy. "—CAurcA Review. 
" Unquestionably the book is one that for a c^lafn class of minds 
will have a great charm." — Tke Scotsman: "-^NOone cAn tveary 
with the perusal, and most people will enjoy it very much." — Tablet, 

Rupert Aubray. By the Rev. T. J. Potter. 3s. 
Percy Grange. By the same author. 3s. 
Farleyes of Farieye. By the same author. 2s. 6d. 
Sir Humphrey's Trial, By the §.ame author. 23. 6d. 
Cardinal Wolsey ; or the Abbot of St Cuthbert's. By 

Agnes Stewart. 6s. 6d. 
Margaret Roper. By A. M. Stewart. 6s., j gilt, 7s. 
Limerick Veteran. By the*s?une. ss. and 6s. ' 
Life in the Cloister. B y the same. 3s. 6d. 
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Festival Tales. By J. F. Waller. 3s. 6d. 

The Victims of the Mamertine. Scenes from the 

Early Church. By Rev. A. J. O'Reilly, D.D. 5s. 
Revelations of Ireland, is. 
The Kishoge Papers. Tales of Devilry and Drollery. 

IS. 6d. 
Chances of War. An Irish Tale. By A. Whitelock. 5s. 
Diary of a Confessor of the Faith. 12 mo., is. 
Pearl among the Virtues. By Rev. P. A. De Doss. 3s. 
Recollections of the Reign of Terror. By the Abb^ 

Dumesnil. 2s. 6d. 
Tim O'Halloran's Choice ; or, From Killarney to 

New York. By Sister M. F. Clare. 3s. 6d. 
The Silver Teapot. By Elizabeth King. i8mo., 4d. 
The First Christmas for our dear little ones. By Miss 

MulhoUand. 15 Illustrations, 4to. 5s. 

Legends oflhe Saints. By M. F. S., author of " Stories 
of the '^f^ijxjs.'' Square i6mo., 3s. 6d. 

"A pretty littl^ book, couched in studiously simple language. — 
Church Times. .' ' A number of short legends, told in simple an- 
guage for young readers by one who has already given us two 
charming volumes of ' Stories of the Saints.' " — Tablet. " Here 
we have more than fifty tales, told with singular taste, and ranging 
over a vast geographical area. Not one of them will be passed 
over by the reader." — Catholic Times. "A delightful boon for 
youthful readers." — Weekly Register. "It is got up in the most 
attractive as well as substantial style as regards binding, paper, and 
typography, while the simple and beautiful legends are told in a 
graceful and flowing manner, which cannot fail to rivet the attention 
and interest of the youthful reader." — United Irishman. 

Stories of the Saints. By M. F S., author of " Tom's 
Crucifix, and other Tales," " Catherine Hani- 
ilton," &c. 5 series, each 3s. 6d., gilt, 4s. 6d. 

"As lovely a little book as we have seen for many a day."^ 
Weekly Register. "Interesting not only for children but for per- 
sons of every age and degree." — Tablet. "A great desideratum. 
Very pleasantly written." — The Month. "A very attractive volume. 
A delightful book." — Union Review. "Admirably adapted foi 
reading aloud to children, or for their own private reading." — 
Catholic Opinion. " Being full of anecdotes, they are especially 
attractive." — Church Herald. " WeU selected." — Dublin Review, 

Stories of Holy Lives. By M. F. S. Fcp. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

"The stories seem well put together." — The Month. " It sets 
before us clearly and in simple language the most striking features 
in the character and history of many whose very names are dear to 
the hearts of Citholics."— 7^7^//r/. 
■ — — ^ 
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Stories of Martyr Priests. By M. F. S. i2mo., 3s. 6d. 

"It contains the sad and yet glorious histories of more than 
thirty sufferers amongst the Roman Catholic Clergy." — Pilot. 
"The stories are briefly and simply narrated." — Church Times, 
" The stories are written with the utmost simplicity, and with such 
an earnest air of reality about every page that the youthful reader 
may forget that he has a book in his hand, and '^an believe that he is 
'listening to a story.'" — Weekly Register. " Ic has been the task 
of the writer, while adhering strictly to historical facts, to present 
the lives of these Christian heroes in a pleasing and attractive form, 
so that, while laying before the youthful mind deeds as thrilling as 
any to be found in the pages of romance, a chapter in her history is 
laid open which is at once the glory and the shame of England." — 
United Irishman. " Short memoirs well written and which cannot 
fail to attract not only ' the Catholic Boys of England,' to whom the 
book is dedicated, but also all the men and women of England to 
whom the Catholic faith is dear." — Tablet. "Sad stories of over 
thirty Priests who perished for conscience sake. " — Catholic Times, 
' ' No lives of great men can depict so glorious a picture as these 
Stories of Martyred Priests, and we trust they will be read far and 
wide." — Dublin Review. 

The Story of the Life of St. Paul. By M. F. S., author 
of " Legends of the Saints," &c. 2s. 6d. and is. 6d. 

"A most attractive theme for the prolific pen of the author of 
'Tom's Crucifix and other Tales.'"— Weekly Register. "The 
author knew instinctively how to present the incidents most effec- 
tively, and has made the most of them." — Catholic Times. 

The Panegyrics of Fr. Segneri, S.J. Translated from 
the original Italian. With a preface by the Rev. 
Fr. W. Humphrey, S.J. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

Contents : — The Immaculate Conception — ^The Blessed Virgin — 
St. Joseph — ^St. John the Evangelist — St. John the Baptist — St. 
Stephen — St. Ignatius of Loyola — St. Francis Xavier — St. Aloysius 
Gonzaga — St. Thomas of Aquin — St. Philip Neri — St. Antony of 
Padua— The Blessed Sacrament— The Holy Winding Sheet— The 
Angel Guardian. 

Albert the Great: his Life and Scholastic Labours. 
From original Documents. By Professor Sighart. 
Translated by Rev. Fr. T. A. Dixon, O.P. With a 
Photographic Portrait 8vo., los. 6d.; cheap 
edition 5s. 

"All this, and more, are recorded in the volume now before us, 
which goes to make up one of the most interesting religious bio- 
graphies recently issued from the Catholic press." — Irish Monthly, 
" A translation of Di. Sighart's ' Albertus Magnus ' will be welcome 
in many quarters. The volume is admirably printed and beautifully 
got up, and the frontispiece is a valuable engraving of B. Albert's 
portrait after Titsole:.'— Dublin Review. "Albert the Great is not 
well known ... yet he is one of those pioneers of inductive phiio- 
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sophy whom our modern men of science cannot without black in- 
gratitude forget. His memory should be dear not only to those 
who value the sanctity of life, but to those also who try, as he did, 
to wrest from nature the reason of her doings. " — The Month, ' * The 
volume is a large one, as befits the subject, and it carries the reader 
through most of the scenes of Albert's life with a graphic power 
which does honour to the literary skill of Fr. Dixon. . . . We 
certainly recommend this book as worthy a place in every library." 
— Catholic Times. *' ITie fullest record that has ever been penned 
of one of the grandest luminaries in the history of the Church." — 
Weekly Register. •• The book is extremely interesting, full of in- 
formation, and displays great powers of research and critical judg- 
ment. . . , The volume is eminently worth perusal." — Tablet. 

Life of St. Wenefred, Virgin Martyr and Abbess, 
Patroness of North Wales and Shrewsbury. By 
Rev. T. Meyrick, M.A. With Frontispiece, 2s. 

Lives of the Saints for every Day in the Year. Beauti- 
fully printed on thick toned paper, within borders 
from ancient sources. Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 4to. 25s. 

Lives of the First Religious of the Visitation of Holy 
Mary. By Mother Frances Magdalen de Chaugy. 
2 vols., los. : — or separately : 

Life of Mother Marie Jacqueline Favre, Mother 
Jeanne Charlotte de Brdchard, Mother Peronne 
Marie de Chitel, Mother Claude Agnes Joli de 
la Roche. 6s. 

Life of Sister Claude Simplicienne Fardel, Sister Marie 
Aim^e de Chantal, Sister Fran^oise Gabrielle 
Bally, Sister Mary Denise de Martignat, Sister 
Anne Jacqueline Coste, Sister Marie Pironne Fer- 
net, Sister Marie S^raphique de Chamflours. 6s. 

S. Vincent Ferrer, his Life, Spiritual Teaching, and 
practical Devotion. By Fr. Pradel. Translated 
by Rev. Fr. Dixon, O.P. With Photograph. 5s. 

Life of S. Bemardine of Siena. With a portrait, 5s. 

Life of S. Philip Benizi. With a portrait, 5s. 

Life of S. Veronica Giuliani, and Blessed Battista 
VaranL With a portrait, 5s. 

Life of S. John of God. With a portrait, 5s. 
Life of the Ven. Elizabeth Canori Mora. From the 
Italian, with Preface by Lady Herbert, and 

Photograph. 3s. 6d. 

- • - 
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Life of B. Giovanni Colombini. By Fee BelcarL 
Translated from the editions of 1541 and 1832. 
With a Photograph. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Life of S. Mary Frances ofthe Five Wounds. From the 
Italian. By Rev. D. Ferris. With a Portrait 3s. 6d. 

Sketch of the Life and Letters of the Countess Adel- 
stan. By E. A. M., author of " Rosalie, or the 
Memoirs of a French Child," " Life of Paul 
Seigneret," &c. is.; better bound, 2s. 6d. 

" The greiit interest of the book, even above the story of the con- 
version of her husband, is the question of education. The essay 
on the bringing up of children and the comparative merits and de- 
merits of Convent and home education, is well worth the careful 
Study both of parents and those entrusted with the task of instruc- 
tion." — The Month. ' ' Her judgments are always wise. " — Catholic 
Opinion. •' We can safely recommend this excellent little biogra- 
phical sketch. It oflfers no exciting interest, but it is calculated to 
edify all. "—TaWtf/. 

Life of Paul Seigneret, Seminarist of Saint-Sulpice. 
6d.; cloth, is. ; better bound, is. 6d.; gilt, 2s. 

"An affecting and well-told narrative. . . It will be a great fa- 
vourite, especially with our pure-minded, high-spirited young people." 
—Universe. "We commend it to parents with sons under their 
care, and especially do we recommend it to those who are charged 
with the education and training of our Catholic youth." — Register* 

Inner Life of P^re Lacordaire, 6s. 6d. 

Life of Sister Mary Cherubina Clare of S. Francis. With 
Preface by Lady Herbert, and Photograph, 3s. 6d. 

Life and Letters of Sir Thomas More. By A. M. 
Stewart. Illustrated, 8vo., los. 6d.; gilt, iis 6d. 

Life of Gregory Lopez, the Hermit By Canon Doyle, 
O.S.B. With a Photograph. i2mo., 3s. 6d. 

St. Angela Merici. Her Life, her Virtues, and her 

Institute. i.2mo., 4s. 6d. 
Life of St. Columba, &c. By M. F. Cusack. 8vo., 6s. 
Life and Prophecies of S. Columbkille. 3s. 6d. 

Recollections of Cardinal Wiseman, &c. By M. J. 

Arnold. 2s. 6d. 
Prince and Saviour. A Life of Christ for the Young. 

By Rosa MulhoUand. • 6(d. Illustrated, 2s. 6d. 
The Lives of the Early Popes. St. Peter to St. 

Silvester. By Rev. Thomas Meyrick, M. A. 8vo., 

4s. 6d. 

■*~"~^ — . ■ • 
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Life of St Boniface. By Mrs. Hope. 6s. 

Life of Fr. Benvenuto Bambozzi, O.M.C., of the 

Conventual Friars Minor. Translated from the 

Italian of Fr. Nicholas Treggiari, D.D. 5s. 
Life of the Yen. Anna Maiia TaigL From the French 

of Calixte, by A. V. Smith Sligo. 2s. 6d. ; 

better bound, 5s. 
Venerable Mary Christina of Savoy. 6d. 
Life of St Patrick. i2mo. is.; 8vo., 6s., gilt, los. - 
Life of St Bridget, and of other Saints of Ireland, is. 
The Life of Our Lord. With Introduction by Dr. 

Husenbeth. Illustrated, cs. 
Life, Passion, Death, and Resiurection of Our Blessed 

Lord. Translated from Ribadeneira. is. 
Life of S. Edmund of Canterbury, is. and is. 6d. 
Life of St Francis of Assisi. From St Bonaventure. 

By Miss Lockhart. With Photograph, 3s. 6d. 
Life of St German. 3s. 6d. ; Stephen Langton. 2s. 6d. 
life of Cardinal Wiseman, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 
Life of Count de Montalembert. By G. White. 6d. 
Life of Mgr. Weedall. By Dr. Husenbeth. 5s. 
Pius IX. By J. F. Maguire. 6s. 
Pius IX. From his Birth to his Death. By G. White. 6d. 
Challoner's Memoirs of Missionary Priests. 8vo. 6s. 
Life of the Ever-Blessed Virgin. Proposed as a Model 

to Christian Women, is. 

BY SISTER MARY FRANCIS CLARE. 

Life of Father Mathew. 2s. 6d. 

Life of Mary O'Hagan, Abbess, Poor Clares. 6s. 

Life of St. Patrick, is. 8vo., 6s.; gilt, los. 



Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes: a Faithful Narrative of 
the Apparitions of the Blessed Viigin. By F. C. 
Husenbeth, D.D. i8mo. 6d. ; cloth, is. ; with 
Novena, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. Novena, separately^ 
4d. ; Litany, id., or 6s. per 100. Medal, id. 

A Month at Lourdes and its Neighbourhood in the 
Summer of 1877. By Hugh Caraher. Two 
Illustrations, 2s. 
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The itistory of the Blessed Virgin. By Orsini. Trans- 
lated by Dr. Husenbeth. Illustrated, 3s. 6d. 

Devotion to Our Lady in North America. By the 
Rev. Xavier Donald Macleod. 8vo. 5s. 

• ' The work of an author than whom few more gifted writers have 
ever appeared among us. It is not merely a religious work, but it has 
all the charms of an entertaining book of travels. We can hardly 
find words to express our high admiration of it." — Weekly Register, 

The Victories of Rome. By Rev. Fr. Beste. is. 

The History of the Italian Revolution. The Revolu- 
tion of the Barricades. (1796 — 1849.) By the 
Chevalier O'Clery, M.P., K.S.G. Svo. 7s. 6d. ; 
cheap edition, 3s. 6d. 

"The volume is ably written, and by a man who is acquainted 
with the subject about which he writes." — AthencBum. "Mri 
O'Clery will be satisfied with the honour of having accomplished a) 
good work. ... He has done his duty well enough, as any one 
who chooses to get the book for himself can see." — Fun. *' Well- 
written, and contains many passages that are marked by candour 
and amiability." — Guardian. " Mr. O'Clery's graphic and truthful 
narrative. . . . Written in an easy flowing style, the volume is by 

.no means heavy reading." — Pilot. "It was a happy thought on 
the part of Mr. O'Clery to conceive the possibility of contributing 
something towards the removal of the existing ignorance ; and it 
was better still to have girded himself up to the task of giving exe- 
cution to his thought in the very able and satisfactory manner in 
which he has done his work." — Tke Month. " The author grasps 
the whole subject of the Revolution with a master mind .... From 
the first page to the last it is of absorbing interest." — Catholic Times. 
" It is the only well digested summary in the English tongue of all 
the reliable records bearing on the events of which it treats." — 
Nation. "The narrative virtually covers the whole of the Papacy, 
or, in other words, Christianity, since the date of the foundation, 
nineteen centuries ago." — Weekly Register. "Written with. the 
calmness of the historian, yet with something of the energy of faith, 
this book cannot fail to be most interesting to Catholics, while it 
should do good service among Protestants. The style is easy and 
enjoyable." — Tablet. " In every line of the book we find a vigour 
and freshness of mind, combined with a maturity of judgment on 

., the great question at issue." — Wexford People, 

Two Years in the Pontifical Zouaves. By Joseph 
Powel, Z.P. With 4 Engravings. Svo. 3s. 6d. 

"It affords us much pleasure, and deserves the notice of the Catho- 
lie public." — Tablet. " Familiar names meet the eye on every page, 
and as few Catholic circles in either country have not had a friend or 
relative at one time or another serving in the Pontifical 2kntaves, the 
histoiy of the formation of the corps, of the gallant youths, their 
sufferings, and their troubles, will be valued as something more than 
a contribution to modem Roman hisioiy." —Freeman's Journal. 
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Kome and her Captors. Letters collected and edited 
by Count Henri d'Ideville, and translated by 
F. R. Wegg-Prosser, Cr. 8vo. 4s. 

"The letters describe the attempted capture of Rome by Gari- 
baldi ; and the tissue of events which brought about in 1870 the 
seizure of Rome by Victor Emanuel." — Dublin Review. " A series 
of letters graphically depicting the course of political events in Italy, 
and showing in its true light the dishonesty of the Piedmontcse 
government, the intrigues of Prussia, and the ill-treatment to which 
the Pope has been subjected. We most cordially recommend the 
volume to our readers." — Church Herald, " One of the most op- 
portune contributions that could be made to popular literature. " — 
Ccrk Examiner. "We have read the book carefully, and have 
found it full of interest, whether from its own intrinsic merits or 
from the ease of the translation we care not to enquire." — Catholic 
Opinion. " At the time of its publication it occasioned no little 
stir on account of its vivid portraiture of character, its keen obser- 
vatioQ, and its sententious remarks." — Hereford Journal. "The 
translator of this wonderfully interesting volume has done a distinct 
good. ' ' — Weekly Refrister, 

Personal Recollections of Rome. By W. J. Jacob, 
Esq., late of the Pontifical Zouaves. 8vo. is. 6d. 

" An interesting description of the Eternal City . . . The value of 
the Pamphlet is enhance! by a catena of authorities on the Tem- 
poral Power." — Tablet. "All will read it with pleasure, and many 
to their profit." — Weekly Register. " We cordially recommend an 
attentive perusal of Mr. Jacob's book."— A^tf/i^;!;. 

The First Apostles of £urope. The 2nd Edition of 
"The Conversion of the Teutonic Race." By 
Mrs. Hope. 2 vols, crown 8vo, los. 

" Mrs. Hope has quite grasped the general character of the 
Teutonic nations and their true position with regard to Rome and 
the world in general. . . It is a great thing to find a writer of a 
book of this class so clearly grasping and so boldly setting forth 
truths, which familiar as they are to scholars, are still utterly 
unknown — or worse than unknown, utterly misconceived — by most 
of the writers of our smaller literature." — Saturday Review. "A 
brilliant and compact history of the Germans, Franks, and the 
various tribes of the former Jutes, Angles, and Saxons, who jointly 
formed the Anglo-Saxon, or, more correctly, EngUsh people. . . . 
Many of the episodes and notices of the Apostolic Missionaries, as 
well as the general story, are very happily and gracefully conveyed." 
— Northern Star. " This is a real addition to our Catholic litera- 
ture." — Tablet. " In the first place it is good in itself, possessing 
considerable hterary merit ; then it fills up a blank, which has never 
yet been occupied, to the generality of readers, and lastly and 
beyond all, it forms one of the few Catholic books brought out 
in this country which are not translations or adaptations from 
across the Channel. It is a growth of individual intellectual labour, 
fed from original sources, and fused by the polish of a cultivated 
and discerning mind." — Dublin Review. "Mrs. Hope's historical 
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works are always valuable."— I'F<f^>&/)' Register. "A very valuable 
work . . . Mrs. Hope has compiled an original history, which gives 
constant evidence of great erudition, and sound historical judgment." 
— The Month. "This is a most taking book : it is solid history 
and romance in one." — Catholic Opinion. "It is carefully, and in 
many parts beautifully written, and the account of the Irish monks is 
most instructive and interesting." — Universe. 

BY ARTHUR AND T. W. M. MARSHALL. 

Comedy of Convocation in the English Church. 
Edited by Archdeacon Chasuble, D.D. 2S. 6d. 

The Oxford Undergraduate of Twenty Years Ago : 
his Religion, his Studies, his Antics. By a 
Bachelor of Arts. 2S. 6d. j cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" The writing is fuU of brilliancy and ^m\.y —Tablet. " It will 
deservedly attract attention, not only by the briskness and liveliness 
of its style, but also by the accuracy of the picture which it pro- 
bably gives of an individual experience." — The Month. 

The Infallibility of the Pope. A Lecture. 8vo. is. 

**A splendid lecture,* by one who thoroughly understands his 
subject, and in addition is possessed of a rare power of language in 
which to put before others what he himself knows so well." — [/ni- 
verse. "There are few writers so well able to make things plain 
and intelligible as the author of ' The Comedy of Convocation.* . . . 
The lecture is a model of argument and style." — Register. 

Reply to the Bishop of Ripon's Attack on the Catholic 
Church. 6d. 

The Harmony of Anglicanism. Report of a Con- 
ference on Church Defence. 2s. 6d. 

" ' Church Defence ' is characterised by the same caustic irony, 
the same good-natured satire, the same logical acuteness which dis- 
tinguished its predecessor, the ' Comedy of Convocation.* ... A 
more scathing bit of irony we have seldom met with." — Tablet. 
*' Clever, humorous, witty, learned, written by a keen but sarcastic 
observer of the Establishment, it is calculated to make defenders 
wince as much as it is to make all others smile. " — Nonconformist, 

Marshalliana — The above 5 pamphlets in one volume, 
426 pages, 8vo., published at los. in paper 
covers, now offered for 6s. in cloth. 

Holy Places ; their Sanctity and Authenticity. By the 
Rev. Fr. Philpin. With Maps. Crown 8vo. 6s.; 
cheap edition, 2s. 6d. 

" Fr. Philpin weighs the comparative value of extraordinary, ordi- 
nary, and natural evidence, and gives an admirable summary of the 
witness of the early centuries regarding the holy places of Jerusalem, 
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with archaeological and architectural proofs. It is a complete trea- 
tise of the subject." — The Month. "The author treats his subject 
.with a thorough system, aud a competent knowledge. It is a book 
of sicgular attractiveness and considerable merit." — Church Herald. 
" Dean Stanley and other sinners in controversy are treated with 
great gentleness. They are indeed thoroughly exposed and re- 
futed." — Registex. *' Ft., Philpin has a particularly nervous and 
fresh style of handling his subject, with an occasional picturesque- 
ness of epithet of simile."— Tadiet. 



Dramas, Comedies, Farces, 

The Violet Sellers. Drama in Three Acts. Children. 
6d. 

« 

Whittington and his Cat. Drama in Nine Scenes. 

Children. 6d. 
St. Eustace. A Drama in Five Acts. Male. is. 
St. William of York. A Drama in Two Acts. Male. 6d. 
Hewould be a Lord. Comedy in Three Acts. Male. 2s. 
He would be a Soldier. Comedy in 2 Acts. Male. 6d. 
The Enchanted Violin. Comedy in ^Two Acts. 

Male. 6d. 
Darby the Dodger. Comic Drama in Four Acts. 

Mixed^ IS. 
Finola. An Opera, from Moore's Melodies, in Four 

Acts. IS. 
Shandy Magtlire. A Farce in Two Acts. Male. 2s. 
The Duchess Transformed. A Comedy in One Act. 

By W. H. A. Female. 6d. 
The Reverse of the Medal. A Drama in Four Acts. 

Female. 6d. 
Emscliff Hall : or, Two Days Spent with a Great- Aunt. 

A Drama in Three Acts. Female. 6d. 
FiliolSi. A Drama in Four Acts. Female. 6d. 
The Convert Martyr ; or, Dr. Newman's " CalHsta," 

dramatised by Dr. Husenbeth. 2 s. 
Shakespeare. Tragedies and Comedies. Expurgated 

edition for Schools. By Rosa Baughan. 6s. 

Comedies, in a separate volume, 3s. 6d. 



Road to Heaven. A game for family parties, is. & 2s. 
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AdYentnreBOf aCasqnet, The... ... ... •.• 2 6 

Alba'B Dream, and other Stories ... ... ...60 

Alyareda Family. The, and other'Stories {Perico) ... 6 o 

Alice Hanuon, and other Tales. By an " Exile of Erin "... 5 o 
Amulet, The. By Conscience ... ... ...40 

Anecdotes, Catholic. By Mrs. J. Sadlier. 3 vols. ... 11 o 

Anthony ; or. the Silver Crucifix ... ... ... 2 6 

ApoBtleahip of Prasrer. By Rev. H. Ramiere ... ...60 

Arianism and the Council of Nice (r^a/fci) ... .. 6 o 

Are Bhetorica. Auctore R. P. Martino du Cygne ... 3 o 

AsBimta Howard, and other Stories and Sketches... ... 6 o 

Barbara Leigh. A Christmas Sketch. By A. L. S. ... 30 

Bertha ; or, The Consequences of a Fault ... ... 2 6 

Better Fart, The. A Tale from Real Life ... ... 2 6 

Bible. Large 410., morocco elegant, with clasps ... ... 72 o 

Bible. 4to., morocco ... ... ... ... ••• 34 o 

Bible. 8vo., morocco, 25s. ; persian calf ... ... 21 o 

Bible. i8mo.. cloth, 6s. ; persian calf 8s. & 9s.; morocco, 

IIS. 6d. & i8s.; calf ... ... ... .•• 20 o 

Bible History for the Use of Catholic Schools. By a 

Teacher. Illustrated ... ... ... ...50 

Bible History for the Use of Schools. By Rev. R. Gilmour. 

Illustrated ... ... ... ... ... 20 

Blanche de Marsilly. An Episode of the Revolution ... 2 6 
Blessed Virgin in North America, Devotion to. By Fr. 

Macleod ... ... ... ... ... ...50 

Blessed Virgin, Life of the. By Rt. Rev. A. P. Dupan- 

loup, and others. Illustrated ... ... ... 10 o 

Burgomaster's Daughter (^//-aif^^) ... ... ... 2 6 

Cantiones Sacrae. By Fr. Mohr ... ... ... 5 o 

Captain Rougemont ; or, the Miraculous Conversion ... 2 6 
Cassilda ; or, The Moorish Princess of Toledo ... ... 2 6 

Catechism in use among the Flatheads. Kalispels, Fends- 

d'Oreilles, and other Rocky Mountain Indians {Indian) 2 6 
Catholic Keepsake. A Gift Book for all Seasons ... 6 o 

CathoUc Tenth's Library. 6 vols. ... ... 12 

Or separately ; Mysterious Beggar, 2s. 6d. ; The Re- 

cluse, 2S. 6d. ; The Two Brothers, 2s. 6d. ; Young Flower 

Maker, 2s. 6d.; The Leper's Son, as. 6d.; The Dumb 

Boy, 2S. 6d. 



o 
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s. d. 
Catholicity in the Carolinasand Georgia. By Rev. Dr. J. J. 

O'Connell, O.S.B. ... ... ... ... ... 12 o 

Christmas for otur dear Little Ones. The First. Illustrated 

in colours ... ... ... ••• ••• ^ o 

Church History. By Alzog. 3 vols. 8vo. ... ... 60 o 

Church History. By Darras. 4 vols.. 8 vo. ... ... 48 o 

Church History, Compendium of. By Noethen ... 8 o 

Church and the Gentile World at the First Promulgation 
of the Gosp<^ By Rev. A.J. Th^baud. S.}. 2 vols., 
with Atlas ... ... ... ... ••• 24 o 

Communion, Holy. By Hubert Lebon ... ... ...40 

Conscience's Works. 8 vols. ... ... ... ... 32 o 

Or separately : The Amulet, 4s. ; The Conscript and 
Blind Rosa, 4s. ; Count Hugo, 4s. ; The Fisherman's 
Daughter, 4s. ; Happiness of Being Rich, 4s. ; Ludovic 
and Gertrude, 4s. ; The Village Innkeeper, 4s. ; The 
Young Doctor, 4s. 
Conscript and Blind Rosa. By Conscience ... ...40 

Consequences of a Fault (^^rM<7) ... ... ... 2 6 

Comyert, The ; or. Leaves from My Experience. By O. A. 

Brownson... .. ... ... •.• ••. 8 o 

Oounselsfor ea<aiDayinthe Week (/Jy?V»<f^) ... ...06 

Count Hugo, of Graenhove. By Conscience ... ...40 

Crown of Heaven, The. From the German of Rev. J. N. 

Stoeger, S.J. ... •-. ... •.• ..• 6 o 

Crown Of Thorns, Mjrstery of. By a Passionist Father ... 5 o 
Daily Monitor (Friendly) ... ... ... ... o 6 

Divine Sanctuary, The. A Series of Meditations upon the 
Litany of the Most Sacred Heart of Jesus. By the Very 
Rev. T. S. Preston... ... ... ... ... 4 o 

Divinity of Christ, The. By Rt. Rev. Dr. Rosecrans ... 2 6 
Donna Dolores (iSTf/z^'j) ... ... ... ... 4 c 

Dumb Boy {Catholic Youth's) ... ... 2 6 

Ecclesiastical Law, Elements of. By Rev. S. B. Smith, D.D. i8 o 
Emerald Gems. Irish Fireside Tales ... ... ...60 

Spistles and Gospels, Explanation ot By Goffine ... 9 o 

Ethel Hamilton ; or. Lights and Shadows of the War of In- 
dependence. By Anna T. Sadlier ... ... ...30 

BuropMU Civilization, Protestantism and Catholicity 

Compared. By Balmes ... ... ... ... 12 o 

Evidenoes of CathcAidty. By Archbishop Spalding ... 12 o 
Evidences of Religion. By L. Jouin. S. J. , 60 
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s. d. 
Faith of Our Fathers, The ; being a Plain Exposition and 
Vindication of the Church Founded by our Lord Jesus 
Christ. By the Most (Rev. Archbishop Gibbons ... 4 o 

Cheap edition, in paper covers, 2s. 
Fervour. A Letter written to a religious person during her 

Annual Retreat. By Fr. Vallois, S.J. (Little)- ... 2 o 

FicUe Fortune. A Story of Place LaGr^ve. By Christine 

M. eL\j\^% ••• ••• ••• ••• ,«« m* • *^ w 

FlBhermaa's Daughter, The. By Conscience ... ...40 

Four Seasons, The. By Rev. J. W. Vahey ... ...40 

Ftands Zayler (St.), Life o£ From the Italian of Bartoli 

and Maffei ... ... ... ... ... 8 o 

Friendly Voice ; or, the Daily Monitor ... ... ...06 

Future of Catholic Peoples. — Protestant and Catholic 

Civilization Compared. By Baron de HauUeville ... 6 o 
Genius Of Christianity. By Chateaubriand ... ... 10 o 

God our Father. By a Father of the Society of Jesus ... 4 o 
Golden Sands. ("Paillettes d'Or.") A Collection of Little 
Counsels for the Sanctification and Happiness of Daily 
Life. First and Second Series, each ... ... ...40 

Good Thoughts for Priests and People; or, Short Medi- 
tations for every Day in the Year. By Rev. T. Noethen 8 o 
Great-Grandmother's Secret, The ... ... 2 6 

Greetings to the Christ Child. Illustrated ... ... ! 4 o 

Gretchen's Gift; or, A Noble Sacrifice. By A. L. S. ...30 

Guardian Angel, Memoirs of a. By the Abb6 Chardon ... 4 o 
Happiness of Being Rich. By Conscience ... ...40 

Happiness of Heayen. By a Father of the Society of Jesus 4 o 
History, Compendium of. ByKerney ... ... ... 5 6 

Hours with the Sacred Heart ... ... ... ... 2 o 

Hymns and Chants. By Fr. Mohr {Cantiones) ... ...50 

Indian Sketches. By Rev. P. J. De Smet, S.J. ... ... 2 6 

Intellectual Philosophy, Qements o£ By Rev. J. De 

Concilio ... ... ... ... ...60 

Inyltation Heeded: Reasons for a return to Catholic 

Unity. By James Kent Stone ... ... ...60 

Irish Fireside Tales (iSm^a/ief)... ... ... ... 6 o 

Irish Martyrs and Confessors, Lives oC By Myles O'Reilly; 

and History of the Penal Laws. By Rev. R. Brennan ... 12 6 
Jesuits I The. By Paul Feval ... ... ... ... 3 6^ 

Joint Venture, The ; a Tale in Two Lands ... ...50 

King's Page, The, and other Stories. By Anna T. Sadlier. 

Cloth, gilt edges ... ... ... ... ... 4 q. 
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s. d. 
Knowledge and -Love of Jesus Clirlst. From the French 

of St. Jure, S.J. 3 vols. ... ... ... ... 31 6 

Leo Xm., Life and Acts ol With a Sketch of the Last Days 

of Pius IX. Edited by Rev. J. E. Keller, S.J. Illustrated 8 o 

Legend of the Moorish Wars in Spain ( King's) ... ... 4 

iJsper^B ^n {Catholic Youth' s) ... ... ... ... 2 6 

Letters of a Toung Irisbwoman to her Sister ... ... 6 o 

Life Pictures, &c. {Ethel) ... ... ... ... 3 o 

Lights and Shadows of the War of Independence {Ethel) 3 o 
Liguorl (St.), Life of. Translated by a Member of the Order 

of Mercy ... ... ... ... ... 10 o 

literature, An Essay Contributing to a Philosophy o£ By 

J3» «V» iVX ••■• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• w w 

Literature, Student's Handbook of British and American. 

By Rev. O. L. Jenkins ... ... ... ... 10 6 

Little Treatise on the Uttie Virtues. By Fr. Roberti, S.J. 2 o 

Little Treatise on Little Sufferings ... ... ... i 6 

Lives of the Saints. By Butler. 4 vols., 8vo., 32s. ; gilt, 

50s. ; leather, 64s. ; or bound in 2 vols., 8vo., 28s. ; gilt ... 34 o 
Lives of the Saints fer every Day in the Tear. By Rev. 

F. X. Weninger, S.J. Illustrated. 2 vols., 50s.; or in 

x^ V wiw« ••• ••• ••• ••• #•• ••• ^S^ ^^ 

Lives of the Saints, Pictori^, with Reflection for Every Day 

in the Year ... ... ... ... ... 15 o 

Lives of Patron Saints. Illustrated (/\7/r^;;) ... ... 10 q 

Lost Son, The. By Mrs. J. Sadlier ... ... ... 3 q 

Louisa Kirkbrlde. A Tale of New York. By Rev. A. J. 

Th^baud, S.J. Illustrated ... ... ... 10 o 

Louise Lateau. A Visit to Bols d'Haine. By Francis R. 

XX V/ vV w ••• ••• ••• •*• •#• •*• C9 %^ 

Louise Sighouln, Life of {Indian) ... ... ... 2 6 

Ludovlc and Gertrude. By Conscience ... ...40 

Waddalena, The Orphan of the Via Appla ... ... 4 o 

Marcellft. A True Story ... ... ... ... 2 6 

Kary. The Knowledge of. By Rev. J. de Concilio ... 60 

Kazy Magdalene (St.), Life pi By Rev. T. S. Preston ... 2 6 
Haas (The). The Holy Sacrifloe for the Living and the 

Dead. By Michael Muller, CSS. R.... ... ...10 6 

Xaxlnis, from an Unpublished M.S. of Fr. Segneri, S.J. 

Medldne. PastozaL By Dr. Carl CapeUmann, translated 

by Rev. W. Dassel ... ... ... ... 6 o 

tfedltaliona for every D»y In tlie Tear. By Rev. T. 

Xoethen {Good) ... ... ,., ... ... 8 o 
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s. d. 
MedltatloiiB, Devout By Crasset. From the French, by 

A. H. Dorsey ... ... ... ... ... 8 o 

MlracvlouB Conyenlon (CVz^/a/») ... ... ... 2 6 

Moorlab PrinoeBB of Toledo (CVzjjf/^/a) ... ... ... 2 6 

More (Sir Tliomas). An Historical Romance. From the 

French of the Princesse de Craon. By Mrs. M. C. 

Monroe ... ? ... ... ... ... ... 6 o 

MysterlouB Beggar (Ca//i<?/2V V^7i/M'j) ... ... ... 2 6 

MyBterlouB CaBtle, The. A Tale of the Middle Ages ... 6 o 

KoYltlate, Souyenlr of the ... ... ... ... 4 o 

OrdinationB aooordlxig to the Roman PontifiealB, Bite of. 

In Latin and English. By Rev. J. S. M. Lynch ... 4 6 
Orphanof the Via Appla (A/i7^a/^;i<7) ... ... ... 40 

Orphan of Aleaoe ... ... ... ... ... 2 6 

FaradlBO of Ckkl : or, the Virtues of the Sacred Heart. By 

a Father of the Society of Jesus .. ... ...40 

Paradiae on Earth ... ... ... ... ... 2 6 

Path which led a ProtoBtant Lawyer to the Cath<flic 

Church. By P. H. Burnet ... ... ... ... 10 o 

Patron Salnte. By E. A. Starr. Illustrated ... ... 10 o 

Pearl among the VlrtaoB. The. By Rev. P. A. De Doss, S.J. 3 o 
Pedro's Daughter (A7»/j) ... ... ... ...40 

Penal LawB,HiBtor7 of (/rr>AJl^ar(^j) ... ... ... 12 6 

Ferico the Sad ; or, the Alvareda Family, and other Stories 6 o 

Philomena (St), Life and Kirades of ... ... ... 2 6 

PhllOBophy, ElementB of, comprising Logic and General 

Principles of Metaphysics. By Rev. Fr. Hill, S.J. ... 6 o 
PhilOBophy, EthiCB, or Moral. (Being vol. 2 of the above 

Work.) By W. H. Hill, S.J 6 o 

PiUB DL, Last DayB of (L^) ... ... ... ... 8 o 

Priestof Anvrlgny, The. etc. ... ... ... ... 2 6 

Proteetant Reformation. By Archbishop Spalding. 2 vols., 

21s. Cheap edition in z vol. ... ... ... 14 o 

ProteBtant Reformation, Anglicanism and Rltnalism. 

By Rev. T. S. Preston ... ... ... ... 6 o 

ProteBtant and Catholic dvUlsatlon Compared (Future) 6 o 
Bapha^la; or, the History of a Young Girl who would not 

take advice. By Mile. Monniot ... ... ...60 

Ravlgnan (Er.), S. J., Life of. By Fr. de Ponlevoy ... 90 

Recluse, The {Catholic Youth's) ... 2 6 

Ritnale Romannm. The beautiful 8vo. edition printed 

by Murphy, of Baltimore. Paper, i6s. ; morocco ... 25 o 
Rosary, The. The Devotion of the Holy Rosary and the 

Plve Scapulars. By.Rev. M. MUller. C.SS.R. ... 6 6 
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s. d. 
Sacred Gbant, Manual of . ByFr. Mohr ... ... 2 6 

Sacred Hearti DevotloZlB to. By Rev. S. Franco, S.J. ... 4 ^ 

Cheap edition, in paper covers, 2S. 
J5acred Heart, Homrs With ... ... ... ••• 2 o 

Sacred Heart, Deyotions to (Z{V//<r) ... ... ... s o 

Sacred Heart, Vlrtuea of. By Pere Boudreaux, S.J. 

{Paradise)... ... ... ... ... ••• 4 o 

Scairalars (Five), The Devotion of. By Rev. M. MuUer 

(Rosary) ... ... ... ... ... ••• 6 6 

Sermon at the month's Mind of the Most Rev. Abp. Spald- 

in£^ ... ... ... ... ».. ... * ** 

Sermons. By the Paulists. 1863, 6s. ; 1864, 6s. ; 1871 ... 6 o 
Sermons and Lectures. By the Very Rev. Thomas N. 

Burke, O.P. (Author's complete edition.) 2 vols. ... 24 
Sermons and Lectures of Rev. T. N. Burke, O.P., since his 

departure from America ... ... ... ... 10 6 

Sermons. .One Hundred Short. By Rev. Fr. Thomas. 

O VO t •••* ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ^^ ^ 

Sermons on Our Lord, the B.V.M.. and Moral Sul^ects. 

By Cardinal Wiseman. 2 vols. .. ... ... 16 o 

Sermons (63), Preached in the Albany County Peni- 
tentiary. By Rev. T. Noethen ... ... ... 5 o 

Sermons, Lectures, Addresses, and Letters of Rev. Dr. 

D. W. Cahill 
Sisters of Charity, Manual of ... 
Six Sunny Months, and other Stories 
Society Of Jesus, History of . By Daurignac 
Songs, Legends, and Ballads. By J. B. O'Reilly 
Spalding (Arohhdshop), Life of ... 
Spalding's (Abp.) Works. 5 vols. 

Or separately : Evidences of Catholicity, 19s. MisceU 

lanea, 2 vols., 21s. ; Protestant Reformation, 2 vols., 

2is. ; cheap edition, i vol., 14s. 
Spiritual Man, The ; or the Spiritual Life reduced to its 

First Principles. By the Rev. J. B. Saint-Jure, S.J. ... 6 o 
jjtates of the Christian Life and Vocation. By Rev. y. 

Bert^iier ... ... ... ... ... ... 5 o 

Strange VlUage, and other Stories ... ... ... 2 6 

Stray iioaves from a Passing Life, and other Stories ,,. 6 o 
Thalia; or, Arianism and the Council of Nice. An Historical 

Tale of the Fourth Century. By the Abbe A. Bayle ... 6 p 
Theologia Moralis S. Alphonsi Compendium. Auctore A, 

Konings, C.SS.R. 2 vols, in 1, half-morocco ... 30 o 

Trowel or the Cross, The, and other Stories and Sketches 6 9 
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s. d. 
Truce of God. A Tale of the XI. Century. By G. H. 

Auiies ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••. 4^ o 

Xrufi Men as We Need Them. A Book of Instruction for 

THen in the World. By Rev. B. O'Reilly ... ... lo 6 

IHro Brothers [Catholic Youth's) ... ... ... > « .6 

Two Brides. A Tale. By Rev. B. O'Reilly ... ... 6 o 

;iRialdo and Irene. An Historical Romance. From the 

Italian of Rev. Fr. Antonio Bresdani, S.J. 2 vols. ... 16 o 

IMacation Days. A Book for Young Girls in Vacation. 

By the author of "Golden Sands" ... .... ...40 

'^illacTO Innkeeper, The. By Conscience ... ...40 

Village Steeple, The. ATale ... ... ... ... a 6 

Visits tothe Blessed Sacrament (/^rr>»<;/y) ... ...06 

What Catholics do not Believe. iBy the Rights Rev. P.J. 
Ryan, Bishop of Tricomia, and Coadjutor to the Arch- 
bishop of St. Louis ... ... ... ... 1 o 

Wiseman's (Cardinal) Essays. 6 vols. ... ... ... 36 o 

Tonsg Doctor. By Conscience... ... ... ... 4 o 

Tovsig Flower-Maker (Ca/^7/f> Fb^yM'j) .,. ... 26 

DRAMAS, etc. 
Bahbler, The. A Drama in One Act. By Mrs. J. Sadlier. Male . i o 
Double Triumph, The. Dramatized from the Story of 

Placidus in the "Martyrs of the Coliseum." By Rev, 

A. J. O'Reilly. Male ... ... ... ... 2 o 

Elder Brother. The. A Drama in Two Acts. By Mrs, J. 

Sadlier. Male ... ... ... ... .,. i o 

Fanny Allen. The First American Nun. A Drama in Five 

Acts. By Marie Josephine. Female. ... ... i o 

Xnylsible Hand, The. A Drama in Three Acts. By Mrs. J. 

Sadlier. Male ... ... ... ... .,. x o 

Julia ; or, The Gold Thimble. A Drama in One Act. By 

Mrs. J. Sadlier. Female ... ... ... ... i" o 

Knights of the Cross, The . A Sacred Drama in Three Acts. 

aKi C»»C ••• • $ m «•• ••• ••• •••2 O 

laurenoe and Xystus ; or, the Illustrious Roman Martyrs. 

A Sacred Drama in Five Acts. Male ... ...20 

Major John Andre. An Historical Drama, Five Acts. Male 2 o 
St. Helena ; or, the Finding of the Holy Cross. A Drama 

in Three Acts. By Rev. J. A. Bergrath. Female ..." 1 6 
St. Louis in Chains. A Drama in Five Acts. Male ... 2 o 
Secret, The. A Drama in One Act. By Mrs. J. Sadlier. 

Female ... ... ... ... ... ...10 

Sylvia; and other Dramas for the Young.* By a Sister of 

Charily ... ... ... ... ... ... 6 o 
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For (he convenience of purchasers the following books referred to in 
the previous pages are arranged according to price: 



6d. 



Nellie Gordon, the Factory Girl 
Fairy Tales for Little Children 
Schmid's, The Canary Bird 

The Dove 

The Inundation 

The Rose Tree 

The Water Jug 

The Wooden Cross 

Sir iElfric, and other Tales 
Adolphus ; or, the Good Son 
Nicholas; or, the Reward of a 

Good Action 
Keighley Hall, and other Tales 



The Lost Children of Mount St. 

Bernard 
The Baker's Boy ; or, the 

Results of Industry 
A Broken Chain 
Life of Paul Seigneret 
Prince and Saviour 
Venerable Mary Christina of 

Savoy 
Count de Montalembert 
Pope Pius IX. By White 
Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes 
Various Dramas 



Is. 



The Fairy Ching 

The Two Friends 

Yellow Holly, and other Tales - 

••Tableaux Vi van ts," and other 
Tales 

Wet Days, and other Tales 

The Feasts of Camelot : Christ- 
mas 

The Feasts of Camelot : Whit- 
suntide 

The Bells of the Sanctuary 

Bessy; or, the Fatal Consequence 
of Telling Lies 

Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary 

Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's 
Repentance 

The Old Prayer Book, and 
Charlie Pearson's Medal 

Catherine's Promise, and Norah's 
'Temptation 

Annie's First Prayer, and Only a 
Picture 

Schmid's Canarv Bird (gilt) 

Dove (gilt) 

— - Inundation (gilt) 

Rose Tree (gilt) 
Water Jug (gilt) 
Wooden Cross (gilt) 



Bertram Eldon 

Story of a Paper Knife 

Terry O'Flinn 

The ViUage Lily 

The Angels and the Sacraments 

Fairy Tales for Little Children 

Rosalie ; or, The Memoirs of a 

French Child 
Sir -^Ifric and other Tales 
Keighley Hall, and other Tales 
Sir Thomas Maxwell and his 

Ward 
Revelations of Ireland 
Story of an Orange Lodge 
Diary of a Confessor of the Faith 
Countess Adelstan 
Paul Seigneret 
St. Patrick 
St. Bridget and other Saints of 

Ireland 
Life, Passion, Death, and Resur- 
rection of Our Lord 
St Edmund of Canterbury 
Our Lady of Lourdes 
The Ever Blessed Virgin 
The Victories of Rome 
The Infallibility of the Pope 
Cardinal Wisenan 
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Is. 6d. 



The Fairy Ching (gilt) 
The Two Friends (gilt) 
YeUow HoUy,andotherTales(gilt) 
•'Tableaux Vivants," and other 

Tales (gilt) 
Wet Days and other Tales (gilt) 
A Daughter of S. Dominick 
The Fatal Consequence of Telling 

Lies 
Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary 

(gilt) 
Annie's First Prayer, and Only a 

Picture (gilt) 
Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's 

Repentance (gilt) 
The Old Prayer Book, and 

Charlie Pearson's Medal (gilt) 
Catherine's Promise, and Norah's 

Temptation (gilt) 



Legends of the Xlllth Century. 

3 Series each, is. 6d. 
The Village LUy (gilt) 
Fairy Tales for Little ChQdren 
The Memoirs of a French Child 
Sir ^Ifric and other Tales (gUt) 
The Last of the Catholic 

O'Malleys 
Keighley Hall and other Tales 
Margarethe Verflassen 
Terry O'Flinn 
Sophia and Eulalie— Cathohc 

Pilgrim's Progress 
The Kishoge Papers 
Paul Seigneret 
S. Edmund of Canterbury 
Cardinal Wiseman 
Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes 
Personal Recollections of Rome 



28. 



Bellevue and its Owners 

To Rome and Back 

A Daughter of St. Dominick (gilt) 

Bessy ; or, the Fatal Conse- 
quences of Telling Lies (gilt) 

Terry O'FUnn (gilt) 

The Adventures of a Protestant 
in Search of a Religion 

Fairy Tales for Little Children 
(gilt) 

Bible History. Illustrated 



Rosalie; or, the Memoirs of 2^ 

French Child (gilt) 
The Last of the Catholiq 

O'Malleys 
Keighley Hall, and other Tales 

(gilt) 
The Artist of CoUingwood 

Life of St. Wenefred 

Paul Seigneret (gilt) 

A Month at Lourdes 



2s. 6d. 



Bible Stories — Old Testament 
Series 

The Monk of the Monastery of 
Yuste 

My Golden Days 

Life in Iceland 

Cassilda ; or, the Moorish Prin- 
cess of Toledo 

Captain Rougemont ; or, the 
Miraculous Conversion 

The Three Wishes 

Catherine Hamilton 

Catherine Grown Older 

Simple Tales [a Fault 

Bertha ; or the Consequences of 

Farleyes of Farleye 

Sir Humphrey's Trial 



Eagle and Dove 

Tales and Sketches 

Recollections of the Reign of 
Terror 

Story of the Life of St. Paul 

Countess Adelstan 

Recollections of Cardinal Wise- 
man 

Prince and Saviour 

Stephen Langton 

Venerable Anna Maria Taigi 

Father Mathew 

Holy Places 

Comedy of Convocation 

Oxford Undergraduate 

Harmony of Anglicanism 

The Adventures of a Casquet I 
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2s. 6d. (continued). 



AnliixNiy ; or, the Silver Crucifix 

The Better Part 

Blanche de Marsilly 

The Burgomaster's Daughter 

The Dumb Boy 

Great-Grandmother's Secret 

The Leper's Son 

Marcelle 

Life of St. Mary Magdalene 



The Mysterious Beggar 

The Orphan of Alsace 

Life of St. Philomena 

The Priest of Auvrigny 

The Recluse 

Strange Village and other Stories 

The Two Brothers 

The Village Steeple ' 

The Young Flower Maker 



3s. 



^Gathered GemS from Spanish 

Authors 
"The Battle of Connemara 
Industry and Laziness 
•Catherine Hamilton (gilt) 
Catherine Grown Older (gill) 
Rupert Aubray 
Story of Marie and other Talfis 

(gilt) 
Percy Grange 



Cistercian Legends 
Chats about the Rosary 
Margarethe Verflassen 
Pearl among the Virtues 
Little Hunchback 
Barbara Leigh 
Ethel Hamilton 
Gretchen's Gift 
The Lost Son 



3s. 6d. 



The Conquest of Grenada 

The Catholic Pilgrim's Progress 

From Sunrise to Sunset 

Rest, on the Cross 

The Feast of Camelot 

Tales from many Lands 

Canon Schmid's Tales 

Tim O'Halloran's Choice 

Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales 

Fluffy : a Tale for Boys 

The Adventures' of a Protestant 

in Search of a Religion 
The Barrys of Bei^h 
Margarethe Verflassen (gilt) 
The Heroine of Vesuvius 
Tales and Sketches (gilt) 
St German 
St. Francis of Assisi 
Festival Tales 
Life in the Cloister 
Stories of Martyr Priests 
Legends of the Saints 



Conscience's, The Amulet 
The Young Doctor 
The Truce of God 
The Fisherman's Daughter 
Count Hugo of Graenhove 



ist Series 
2nd Series 
3rd Series 
4th Series 
5th Series 



Stories of the Saints. 
Stories of the Saints. 
Stories of the Saints. 
Stories of the Saints. 
Stories of the Saints. 
Stories of Holy Lives 
Blessed Giovanni Columbini 
Sister Mary Cherubina Clare of 

St. Francis 
St. Mary Frances of the Five 

Wounds 
Gregory Lopez, the Hermit 
St Columbkille 
V«n. Canori Mora 
The History of the Blessed Virgin 
History of the Italian Revolution 
Two Years in the Pontifical 

Zouaves 
The Oxford Undergraduate of 

Twenty Years Ago 
Shakespeare's Comedies 
The Jesuits. By Paul Feval 



The Conscript and Blind R osa 
The Village Innkeeper 
Happiness of Being Rich 
Ludovic and Gertrude 
Cloister Legends 
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The Prussian Spy 
Memoirs of a Guardian Angel 
Rome and her Captors 
Faith of our Fathers 
Fickle Fortune 
The Four Seasons 
Happiness of Heaven 
Golden Sands, ist Series 
Golden Sands. 2nd Series 
Greetings to the Christ Child 



Grod our Father 

llle King's Page and other 

Stories 
Maddalena, the Orphan of the 

Via Appia 
Souvenir of the Novitiate 
Paradise of God 
Franco's Devotions to the Sacred 

Heart 
Vacation Days 



5s- 



•Father Benvenuto Bambozzi, 

O.M.C. 
Eagle and Dove 
Limerick Veteran 
The Victims of the Mamroertine 
Forty Years of American Life 
Panegyrics of Father Segneri 
•Albertus Magn j? 
St. Vincent Ferrer 
St. Bemardine of Siena 
St. Philip Benizi 



St. Veronica Giuliani 

St. John of God 

Venerable Anna Maria Taigi 

Life of Our Lord 

Devotion to Our Lady in North 

America 
Mgr. Weedall 

Ahce Harmon and other Tales 
Bible History. Illustrated 
Mystery of the Crown of Thorns 
The Jomt Venture 



68. 



l^ife of Mother Mary Jacqueline 

Favre, and others 
Life of Sister Claude Simplicienne 

Fardel, and others 
St. Patrick 
St. Columba 
St. Boniface 

Memoirs of Missionary Priests 
Holy Places 
Mary O'Hagan, Abbess. 
Marshalliana 

Shakespeare. Expurgated editiom 
The First Christmas for our dear 

Little Ones 
The Knowledge of Mary 
Sir Thomas More 
The Mysterious Castle 
Perico the Sad and other Tales 



Raphaela [Stories 

Six Sunny Months and other 
Songs, Legends, and Ballads 
Stray I-«aves and oiher Stories 
Thalia, An Historical Tale 
The Trowel or the Cross and 

other Stories 
The Two Brides 

Alba's Dream and other Stories 
Assunta Howard and other 

Stories 
Catholic Keepsake 
The Crown of Heaven 
Emerald Gems 
Letters of a Young Irishwoman 

to her Sister 
Louise Lateau 



Vmzions. 



Lives of the Early Popes, 4s. 6d. 
St. Angela Merici, 4s. 6d. 
P6re Lacordaire, 6s. 6d. 
Cardinal Wolsey, 6s. 6d. 
The Italian Revolution, 7s. 6d, 



Life of St. Francis Xavier. 3k. 

Life and Acts of Leo XIII. $s. 

Goffine's Explanation of the 
Epistles and Gospels. Illus- 
trated. 9s. 



R. JVashbourne, 18 Paternoster Roiv^ London, 



a. Washboumis Catalogue. 



i^ 



VarioilS (continued). 



P^ Ravignan, 9s. 

Life of St. Ligouri, los. 

The First Religious of the 
Visitation. 2 vols. , los. 

The First Apostles of Europe. 
2 vols. , zos. 

St. Patrick. los. 

Patror Saints. los. 

Life of the Blessed Virgin. Illus- 
trated, zos. 

Genius of Christianity. los. 

Louisa Kirkbride. los. 

True Men as we need them, 
los. 6d. 

Albertus Magnus. los. 6d. 

Sir Thomas More. los. 6d. 

Catholic Anecdotes. 3 vols., 

IIS. 



Lives of Irish Martjvs and Con)- 

fessors. 12s. 6d. 
Spalding's Refornration, s«||s. 
Pictorial Lives of the ikiints. 

15s. 
Ubaldo and Irene. An Historical 

Romance. 2vol9., i6s. 
Life of O'Connell. 2 vols. , i8s. 
O'Connell's Speeches. 2 voW., 

i8s. 
Lives of the Saints for every Day 

in the Year. 25s. 
St. Jure's Knowledge and Love 

of Our Lord. 3 vols. ,31s. 6d. 
Darras* Church History. 4 vols.,- 

48s. 
Archbishop Spalding's Works r^ 

5 vols., 52s. 6d. 



HOLY FAMILY CARD OF MEMBERSHIP. 

A Beautiful Design, expressly made for a 

pressing want. 

All who have seen it admire it, and say Nothing 
equals it. 

Price 6</., or post frec\ on a roller^ %iL Twelve copiers 

4J. 6^/., or 5 J. post free. 



FIRST COMMUNION CARD. 

This is also a very Beautiful Design, and commends 
itself to all who have seen it. It is also arranged 
as a 

MEMENTO OF CONFIRMATION. 

Price I J., or post free, on a roller, u. ^d. Twelve copied 

for gs., or post free gs. 6d, 



R, Washboumis COMPLETE Catalogue, post free ^ 
R. Washbourne's Monthly List, post free. 



R, Washbourne, 18, Paternoster Rozv, London. 



R. WASHBOtTRXES 

POPULAR EDITION OF 

THE GARDEN OF THE SOUL, 

EDITED BT THE 

REV. E. G. DA.VIS, 

Of whicli in five yean Twenty-five Thousand Copies hare been sold. 

TliiH is the only edition that at the same time retains all the old i*wi«Hfi^ 
ymjern that' have made the Garddt or the Soul a houadM>kl boc^ and 
yet crmtains all those derotions that are now of such ooostant use. The 
translations of the Psahns. &c., are taken from the Doui^Tersion, rendered 
most venerable trp- its use by our Catholic Ancestora. This edition of The 
Garden or the Boul is especially distinguiahed by bearing the Imprima- 
TrR OF THE Cabdihal-Abchbishop or WEsncnrsTEB. 

Tliis is the only full and complete edition published. Great care has 
been taken to clear away many errors and imperfections that are to be 
f oimd in ot her editions. Amongst the many vuuable additions, not b^cnt; 
inserted in The Gabden or the Soul, will be found the rites of adndnis- 
tering the Sacraments in Latin and Engtiflh, Devotions to the Sacred 
Heart, Devotion of the Quarant 'Ore, the Prayers for a Journey, or Itine- 
rarium. Devotions to the Angel Guardians, The Way of the Cron, the De- 
votion of the Bona Mors, and numy other devotions, and the Vespers in 
ordinary use. Especial attention is directed to the excellent paper and 
bold type used in the edition. 

'"Hois is one of the best editions we have seen of one of the best of all our 
Prayer Books. It is well printed in dear, large type, on good pnper."— 
Ckttholie Opbtum. 

*' A very complete arrangement of this which is emphatically the 
Prayer Book of evCTy Catholic household. It is as cheap as it is good, and 
we heartily recommend it." — Universe. 

"Two striking features are the admirable onler displayed throughout 
the book, and the insertion of the Indulgences in small type above the 
Indulgenoed Prayers. In the Devotions for Mass the editor has, with great 
discrimination, drawn largely on the Church's pmyers as given us in the 
Missal."— Weekly Begitier. 

Embossed, Is. ; 98. a dozen. French morooco, 28. ; 188. a doien. 

French morocco, extra g^t, 2s. 6d. ; 23s. a dozen. 

Any of the above can be had with rims and clasps, or with Epistles 

and Gospels, 6d. extra; or with Epistles and Gospels and rims, I^. 

extra. 

Calf or morocco, 4s., with clasp, 5s. 6d. 
Calf or morocco, extra gilt, 5s., with clasp, 6h. Od. 
Morocco, with two^tent clasps, 12s. 
Morocco antique, with comers and two clasps, ISs. 
Velvet, with rims and clasp, 8s., lOs. 6d., 13s. 
Rusria, with clasp, 10s., 12s. 6d. 
Russia antique, with comers and two clasps, 20b. 
Ivory, with rims and clasp, 128. 6d., 16s., 20h., 22h. (kl. 
Any of the above can be had with EplHtlcs and Goh|)ck, (id. extra 
A /The Epistles and Gospels may be had separately, cloth, Od., or J«. 6d. 
>per dozen ; roan. Is. 6d. 

The little Garden, with Epistles and Gospels, Cd. each, or 48. tki. per 
dozen. Better bound. Is. and Is. 6d., 28. and 2s. ed., sc, &c 
White imitation Ivory, for First Communion, 2b. 6d. 

JB. Wathhoume, 18 PcUemoster How, London. 



